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THE PERUVIAN HERO. 


n 1 * 
sckNE 1. — 750. Iyfde of Pitarco's Tent, 


Ex vira, in man's appare!, ſitepins on a EY ] 

VarvtrDa, [enters ſoftly, gazes upon ver with 
defire, then Reels befide ber an! K 4 21 ber band 
She wakes, and eyes bim wi. tb adam. 


* VatvskDA, 
Tue power of your charms muſt excuſe my. 


freedom. 
EL v. My charms ? Truſt me, Valverda, you will 
ſome day accompliſh a mitacle, 
Varv. And that will be ? 
Ev. Making a woman diſpleaſed wich her own 


beauty. 


Var v. You are bitter. 
Er v. Why then did you diſturb my pleaſant 
"dream? 

VALv. Of what were you dreaming 2 

El v: That I ſaw you on the ſcaffold. 

Varv. How long will Elvira make my love her 


ſpots ? 
oP B Euv. 


. - 7." 
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ELV. Thy love? Who gave the baſtard fo re- 
pectable a name? Between ourſelves be it ſaid, Val- 
verda, whenever I hear thee ſpeak of love, thou 
ſeem'ſt to me like a cut-purſe, with God's bleſſing 
in his mouth, and his hand in his neighbour's pocket. 

Valv. A lovely woman may ſay any _ 

ELv. A ſaucy knave will dare any thing... Who © 
gave thee permiſſion to diſturb my ſleep ? Is't not 
enough, that every night the trumpets wake me? 
Yet had I rather they ſhould offend my hearing, 

than thou my fight. 

Vary. You underſtand admirably how to try a 
man's patience. 

Er. Offend me thus once more; and Pizarro 
ſhall be informed of your deſigns. - 

VaLy. Good Heavens ! By what ſpell has Pi- 

zarro thus enchanted thee ? His eye ſavage and 
| loony, his beard, uncombed, an hypocrite in 

riendſhip, a tyrant in love ( · 

EL v. Hold, friend! Your funeral ſermon comes 
too ſoon ; you forget, that he ſtill lives. 

Varv. Rude and unfaſhioned both in body and 
ſoul, in youth a ſwineherd, in manhood governitlg 
men like {wine.------- 

ELv. Ha! Ha! Ha! *Tis becauſe he knows 
what ye are. 

Varv. More ignorant than an Andaluſian mu- 
leteer !—the hero, the glorious hero, c even 
read or write 

ELv. Hark you, mine honeſt friend! A woman 
in love enquires not whether the object of her paſ- 
ſion can read or write; for love can only be read 
in the eyes, can only be written in the heart. Prow- 
els, not ſcience, binds in chains the foul of a wot 

man. Pizarro combats with the ſword, you with 2 
pen ; he ſheds blood, * 8 ſhed ink. 5 * 
ALY, 


- "thoſe who die? | 


VaLv. As yet neither has done us much ſervice. 
ELv. With all your ſcribbling, never had Nug- 
nez Balboa diſcovered the South- Sea ; with all the 
learned ſaws of your Ariſtotle, Pizarro and Alma- 
gro had never fitted out a ſingle ſhip. You might 
ill have been poring over your deſk, and I per- 
haps at this moment might be. a nun ! 
VAL v. And, in being what we are, have we loſt, 
or gained? That queſtion is ſtill undecided. 
Ex v. Oh ] loſt . the uniformity of a cloiſter, 
the repoſe of a dormouſe 
VaLv. So! Thus are women ever! To be re- 
marked 1s all they care for ! In their opinion ſplen- 
did miſery is preferable to undiſturbed ſecurity and 
tranquil bliſs. | 
EK, Know'ſt thou, what in our opinion is moſt 
diſguſting ? an unſolicited adviſer, and a preacher 
of common- place. 2 8 
Va. Aye! aye! mock while the ſun ſhines, 
and tremble when the thunder rolls. Perhaps that 
moment is not far off. | | 
- ELv. Valyerda turned prophet ! And on what 
grounds does he pronounce this gloomy oracle ? 
VaLv. Are we not in a foreign land, where 
death threatens us in every unknown herb, in every 
yet untaſted fruit? Whom the ſword ſpares, pe- 
riſhes by ſome unexpected ſtroke of Heaven; daily 
does the number of our troops decreaſe. 
ELv. Tis the better: Are we not the heirs of 


” 
* * 


Val v. Aye, there lies the point! Gain is your 
only object. | ; 

Ev And what then is thine, honeſt Valyerda? 
Think'ſt thou 1 cannot find out the wolf, becauſe 
he mimics the lamb's bleating ? Think'ſt thou 


the knave can eſcape thee of a woman? Away 
. 2 8 


away! 
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away ! In the whole camp there is not one who 
ſpeaks as he thinks, except the old Las Caſas, 

VaLv. Name not the enthuſiaſt : Sill does he 
dream of humanity ! of tolcration! | 
FEIV Know'it thou, Valverda, there are mo- 
ments When this old man's vihons ſeize on my 
Heart moſt powerfully ? when J had rather kiſs his 
grey beard, chan the brown cheeks of Pizarro? 
when whole nights of volurtuoulneſs are L 
able to remove from my breaſt the painful impreſ- 
ſion of lis words? e 8 y 

V aLv. For ſhame, Elvira! 

El v. [with a g Had I known this old man 
ſoonc , who knows what I might now have been! 
 Varv. A pious enthuſiaſt in the cauſe of what 
is called Humanity, fince nothing is mote faſci- 
nating than words, which have no diſtinct ſignifi- 
cation : the imagination grows exalted, and then 
cool Oh! martyrdom is a fine thing!“ 

ELv. What a philoſopher too, Valverda? 

Varv. Docs my being one diſpleaſe you? Let 
us deſcend then from the clouds of philoſophy, 
and repoſe on the flowery beds of love, 

ELV. Thoſe, flowers wither beneath your foot- 
Neps. In ſhort, friend, if you would have Elvira 


love you, away with your pen, graſp a ſword, and 


do ſomewhat glorious. | 22 

Vary. And what then fo glorious has Pizarro 
ELv, What? Aſk that queſtion either of the 
old world, or the new} By the ſtrength of his own 
wings did be raiſe himſelf from the ſwineherd's 
lowligeſs to the general's rank. When. he left Pa. 
nama in ops, {mall ſhip, accompanied but by one 

undred. ſoldkers, to conquer an unknown world, 
then did my heart whilper me, A bold man 1“ 


"1 * " 
Ty % gi i 4s — 


A TRA G E D . | 0 


hen upon the little iſland Gallo he drew a line 
on the ſand with his ta pier, permitting every one 
to leave him who choſe to 4 that line, and, when 

— more than thirteen brave fellows ſwore to follow | 
him, at whole head he devoted himiclt to victory 
or death, Oh ! then did my heart ſpeak :0udly— 
* A glorious man!“ — 

Varv. Glorious, if his plan ſucceeds; but 
___ it fail, the world will call him a madman and 
a, 3 . 3 

Exv. Tis the fate of every hero. Children view 
with aſtoniſhment the aſcent of a rocket; but when 
it burſts, they laugh. 

Var v. Say, it ſhould aſcend even to the clouds, 
what canſt thou hope even then? 

El v. To be Peru's vice- queen: Pizarro ſhall 
govern this wild people; 1 will poliſh it. 

VAL v. Indeed? Then know'ſt thou but ill Pi- 
zarro's crafty ambition. Should Fortune place 
him on the pinnacle of his wiſhes, immediately 
will his hand be given to ſome bride, the nobleneſs 
of whoſe birth may effice the blemiſhes of his own, 
and whoſe connexions may aſſiſt in his ſupport at 
court, while the poor Elvira is fo gotten, n, 
too all (bat ſhe has done and ſuffered. 

ELv. Ha.!-—Should it prove fo. But no, it 
will not. Hits on, thou poiſonous reptile! I 
heed thee not. 

VIV. On the other hand ſtands Valverda, 
now but Pizarro's ſecretary, ere long his chancel- 
Jor; and would Elvira but deign to ſhare. 

ELv. Inſolent! 

' Vayv.*' You cruſh down the flower which 
courts your plucking, whilſt training to, obtain a 

uit which bangs beyond your reach. Truſt me, 
Elyira, ſo long as this Alonzo 4 Molina inſtructs 
6 , 


8 : the 


3 
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the foe in our defigns, and warns him againſt our 
artifices, fo long will Pizarro's threſhing produce 
nothing but chaff. 

ELv. And fo long as Pizarro deferves my 
favour, no artifice (hall have power to feparate 
me from him. If Fortune withdraws from him 
her hand, Elvira ſhall give him hers, 

Vary. Repentance halts, yet ſhe ever over- 
takes Folly.—-Hark ! I hear Pizarro's voice, 

Erv. Quick !—an honeſt, countenance, if thou 

can'ſt, arch hypocrite! 


SCENE IL 
P1zaArRo, ELV RA, VALVERDA. : 
Piz AR RO, [farts when he ſezs Elvira with Val. 


verda, and eyes them with a glance of glaomy ſuſpicion, 


Elvira ſmiles] And why that ſmile? 

ELV. To laugh and cry without laying where- 
fore, is the privilege of a woman. 

Piz. But I will have that wherefore ſaid, 

ELv. You will! you will But Twill not. 

Vary. Donna Elvira was ridiculing my anXiC- 
* Piz. At what ? 0 

Var v. Leſt the foe, by its ſuperior numbers, and 


diſciplined by Alonzo--- 


Pia. [ ornfulhy.] None but a woman, or a man 
who reſembles one, can fear that boy. 


VaLv, You are right. My fo were childiſh 
and low-minded : a pupil under your banners, the 
preſumptuous boy now dares to meaſure his (kill 
againſt his maſter ! 

Piz. At my table hath he fed, in my tent hath 


he ſlept. 


; Varv. The ingrae ! E 


= þ 


A TRAGEDY. 0 


Piz. I loved him: his mother, a proud woman, 
intruſted him to my care; and there glowed in the 
boy's heart a ſpark of heroiſm, which 1 3 ere 
long to fan into a flame. ' { 

Exv. Nothing but love can make the man an 
hero. 

P IE. You think ſo I have never loved. * 

ELv. Then are you not yet an hero. 

Piz. [to Valverda.] Often, when I related to 
him the fortunes of our firſt expedition; how I 
- wandered with my few companions on this coaſt 
for ſeventy days; how winds and billows by ſea, 
how ſwamps, floods, and impervious woods by 
land, equalled the toil of every ſtep to a day's 
Journey ; how ſometimes the ſavage natives, and . 
ſometimes the inclement ſky, fought againſt us; 
how battle, and hunger, the ſultry atmoſphere, and 
unknown diſeaſes, daily diminiſhed my little troop, 
till neceſſity compelled me to leave theſe accurſed 
coaſts, and fly for the preſervation of life to an un- 
inhabited rock oppoſite to the Pearl Iſlands: when 
in plain unvarniſhed terms I diſplayed all this be- 
fore him, then would Alonzo claſp me in his arms 
with admiration, while a tear glittered in his large 
blue eye. 

VaLv. And whoſe foot trod down this hopeful 
plant? 

P1z. Oh! then came Las Caſas with his ſmooth 
tongue, ſnatched the youth with him into loftier 
| ſpheres, intoxicated him with idle enthuſiaſm, and 

rom that hour did I labour in vain to draw him 
from his airy caſtle into the material exiſting 
world, 

Vatv. And then he fled, bong your foe, and 
betrayed his country ! 

Paz. But ere his flight the fooliſh boy —_ » 

E 


— 


8 ROLLA; o, THE PERU VIAN HERO: 
ſtake the reſolution of the man. He hung weeping 
on my neck, ſtrove to win the drawn rapier from 
my graſp, and called the Peruvians out brethren. 


VALv. Such hardened heretics our brethren? 


Las Caſas, there we recognize your pupil. . 
Piz. When he” ſaw that his tears fell upon 
marble, be fled to the enemy, treacherouſly took 
ad vantage of their numbers, my inſtructions, and 
his knowledge of our ſtrength and weakneſs, and 
compelled me— Hil—toa diſgraceful retreat! 
Varv. But revenge now hovers over his head. 
Piz. With recruited forces am I returned, and 
the bov ſoon ſhall learn that Pizarro ſtill lives. 
VAl v. But is Alonzo yet alive? 
Piz. Even now have our out poſts captured his 
ſquire: the foe is twelve thouſand ſtrong ; Rolla 


and Alonzo are their generals. This day they 


ſacrifice to their idols; I mean to take advantage 
of their preſent - ſecurity, an their altar ſhall be 
ſprinkled with human blood, | 
ELV. What! Fall on thear by ſurpriſe ? Pizarro, 
I follow you. | 
P1z. I go not to a ball. 
El v. Nor am I ſpeaking to a dancer. 


Piz. Canſt thou find in my armoury a ſword 


light enough for a woman's wielding, then come 
and place thec by my ſide in the battle, at, 
ELv. Wouldſt thou willingly have me with thee 


there ? | 
Piz. Aye; but know'ſt thou wherefore? The 


tumult will guaranty your fidelity. 


ELv. Thou art miſtaken :>A woman, who has 
the wiſh to betray, heeds neither ſtorms or earth- 


quakes. 


Pz. I thank thee for hat information, and ſhall 
write it down in my remembrance, 


* 


Ex v. 


* 


* 
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| ger ger write it4 Thou can'ſt not write. 
Piz. [angrily.] Elvira! 
Ex. Why that frown? Is it my faule ? .- t 
\ is. Thou know ſt what 1 like not to hear men- 
. been ene Ar PORES er ee 
ELv. Had thy nurſe ſuffered thee to break a 
leg in infancy, wouldſt thou s bern aſhamed 
to halt? 
Prz. No mote, nor ever couch on this ſubject 


in. 


Err. [afde.) In the heel alone was Achille 
vulnerable. 


SCENE m. | 8 


pine Gourz and Gouanps, Przzano, Er 
vida, VALVERDA, 5 


pi. So! ſo l Vou are welcome, honeſt friend. 
Dtzs. Oh me! Oh me on miſerable vreteh 


that Fam! © 

Piz. Haſt thou forgorten rae? 

Dis. How can I forget the flower of our Spa- 
niſh knights ? 


Piz. How long is it ſince you laſt viſited my 
kitchen ? | 
D186, So long that faſting has almoſt worn me 
to a ſkeleton, 

PI. Lives your maſter ? 
D1zo. He does. 
Et. And how haft thou fallen nts our power? 


Dix. A fucking pig was roa at one of 
your our pott, and hs ll enced fn roms 


5 e How San is the enemy Þ 
Di. Twelve ouſand. 
Pn. And Alonzo 1 general? 


2 


,* 


0 ROLLA; on; een AERO: 8 


| Dizo. Alonzo and Rolla. PEE . 
Pz. Who is this Rolla? - ' 
> Dre. A ſavage, who is in league with Janna, 


who handles a club as I would a leg of mutton, þ 
and is as dexterous with his treord as your. cook; 
with his ſkimming ladle, 
P1z. I ſhall be glad to meet this Rolla, Are 
| he and Alonzo friends? - 
Drz6. Friends? Oh yes! he is in -love vich £6] 
Donna Cora, 
Erv. And who is Cod &; ; . 3. 
DIZ. My maſter's wife, . lau- 
Piz. How ? Is Alonzo married ? 
bk. VAI. And to a Pagan? Abominable! . 
IP Dire. Yet they love each other, for all. the 
world like good Chriſtians ! | 
| Prz. And is Cora in the camp? 
'Diz6, Both ſhe and her child, beſides a multi- 
tude of other women. nt 
Piz. Tis the better; the more women, the eſier 
victory. They weep, they ſhriek, and the man's 
heart ſinks within him. —Are they prepared for' AN 


attack ? - 
Dio. No; to-day they offer up a folemn 4. 

crifice. 
VaLv. To Satan, no doubt? 1 7, 


DrIEG. Te the Sun. 
Val. But the ſacrifice conſiſts of 1 blood 
D1z6. Of fruits and aromatic herb. 
5 Pas, 2 will and the — bloat. 'Tis 
| enoug iego; you may betake yourſe 
to my * ah che — pit. l 
Die. Willingly. Only look 5 my thin legs: 
and waſted belly; thoſe barbarous heathens have 
- fed me on nothing NOOR” Dent Nm and crab 


L — 11 A ont 9 
g a © "Wy 1 


Pia. | 


* 


* 


OfAM nA CA end T. ur 


Piz, Hark ye, deſerter | If I treated you accord- 


ing — — merits, 1 ſhould ſuſpend pe N 
Pine. Oh! mercy!—[Ts Lora] Fa; fs 
IEC, mercyi—| 10 Z/Viral Fair young 
intercede for me with the general! 1 
Piz. Away with you, and thank your ſtupidity 


For your life. 


ſtupid L 1 N 
Gomez. Shall — ge chain him * | 
Disc. Chain your tongue, blockbead T, 


Piz. Give him food and drink; my life on it he 


deſerts no more. 
Dio. Long live Don Pizarro! I'm glad to ſee 


that he remembers his old friends. + [ Exit. 
Piz. [ after a moment's refleftion.) Tis reſolved; 

the ſacrificers ſhall be made the ; firſt the 

. then the fight —Retire, Elvira. 


Ei. v. Wherefore? | 
* P12. Our council muſt afſemble here. 


Ev. And will a woman be ſuperfluous ? Truſt 


me, men are un —_— creatures; that which na- 
ture gave you of moſt utility, you employ but for 


amu ſement. Pizarro, I fhall remain 
Pia. Remain then, and, if you can, be filent- - 
Exv. I ſhall think. The empty head talks, but 
thought and hlence ever go together. 


2 SCENE IV. £5 as 
Las Cazas, ALMAGRO, DAviLa, and SPANISH 
 Warkrors; P IZARRO, ELvika,.V ALVERDA» 
Las Cas. You ſummoned us hither- 


PE. Be ſeated, good old man; my friends, be 


ſeated, The moment is come for ering the 
| C 2 re 


Diss. Now the Lord be praiſed fer king me 


fruit 


* = 
7 
I 
j 


| 
} 
f 


PIE 3 = = 
"3 IY * bel - 
— 9 - — —— 
—— — 


"0 RES 3 ” 

A = —_— 5 RN 

6 * . — 
ch — 2 VS — 


2 


*@ - « 4 
— * 
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fruit of our courage. This day our foes; ſank. in 
ſecurity, ſacriſce to their 14055 My coùnſel is, 
to fall on them by ſurpriſe, oy all found: in arms, 


and capture the defencelefs. 1 nal 


ATM. Jay all! defenceteſs of armed, no 
matter.. A x0 
Ganz. Yet wethinks the women 4d children 
may be ſpared. 5 
ALMAG. 'Twere bauer to 1 che whok 


race — * 
VaIv. In bono of uur faith! : ant! 
- Las Cas. Blaſpheme not! 49 1 
Aue. Too long hare v we been dls en thit 
A. Cas. 427 How would ye'ds- ative ih 
murder? | 
ALMA. As yet no benefit hae we reaped from 
einn 


Piz. Our ſopple, are ſeanty, and. the "wy 
murmurs. 

Goxz. While Alonzo: lives in profuton, wm 
derides os. un | 

Piz. Perfidions' Rtripliri 1 9-49 Yo! A922 1 

Las Cas, Yer does m Be aſſurd· 0. 8 
Alonzo enduręs an beavy conffict between lovs for 
hüumanity, and for his native land. 

Armas. Your i is always een 
your pupil. 

Las Cas. True, be i my pupil, and J am 
proud of him. 5 

Armac.” Enough, we ſhall meet bim foo. 

Pz. The enemy gains ſtrehgth —— 
— is unknown us; our want becomes -prefling; 

en, ef 2a courage grows drod y; the 

＋ rev re "9 ele Fir en dangers is 
to giye b 


ALL, 


ono AER AGEDY.: or on 
r eee, e. 


TR 9 


Las Cas: Dreadful echo! The batclet\Andwhom 
-would you; 8 ; who but ape 
ſince you his in peace „5 W 
eohaato ei eee inoffenſively, 2 their 
Creator after: 
innocen@ ob their moralss. 
VAL. A king. ho ſactifiees to, we Sun, 
and who muſt periſh by che ſword; -- - || 
LAS Cas. ls thei bloody, cup of your eat 
not yet full? Theſe children of pious inhocence, 
who received you ſo hoſpitably, when will they 


have ſuffered ons Hear me, Almigbty! thou 


whoſe thrinders, can picrce rocks of adamant, and 


whoſe ligbtuings melt hills of ice, endow: my 


words with thy power, even as thy excellence ani- 


mates my will. Spaniards, caſt one glance on the 


millivns who have en victims to your rapacity! 


You were received as Gods; you proved yourſelves 


Demons. Freely and gladly dig theſe Indians ſhaie 


them with the diſhonour of theit daughters and 
wives. Nature at length could bear no more; the 
oppreſſed preſumed ta murmur. Then were dogs 


trained to hunt them: and they who ſurvived this | 


infernal chace, were either yoked to the 

and! compelled to till their own fields for your ad- 

vantage; or they were buried in the gold mines, to 

feed by then labours your inſatiable enten ä 
P1z. You 2 

LAS Cas. IL exaggerate? Oh would to God that 

1 had but ſaid enough! What yet remains un- 


ſpoken, might draw tears from the eyes of tigers. 


But be huſhed, my ſighs; flow not, my tears; let 


me * i—Wagers were laid, who could gut a 
eruvian 


- 


* * 


own: faſhion. by ahe unblemiſhed 


with you their fruits and their treaſures ; you repaid 
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Peruvian down, or ſtrike off his bead with moſt 
dexterity. Children have been torn from the arms 
of their mothers, and daſhed againft rocks. Their 
leaders were burnt” alive in flow fires; and when 
their. ſhrieks rouſed their executioners from ſleep, 
with -firebrands were they On thirteen 
gibbets were ſuſpended thire ians God 
dare I ſpeak it aloud !--in honour of Chrift and 
his twelve Apoſtles. ' My eyes have ſeen theſe hor- 
rors, and yet.] live Tou weep, Donna Elvira? 
Alas] has then my dreadful picture affected no 
-boſom but yours ? - tin! Lak ent 264 
Aud. Becauſe there are no women among « 
fave ſhe and yOu, 77! „ = 
Px. What you Wks old man, Sucks not us: 
Why are we blamed, becauſe Columbus and 
Ovando were cruel ? n 

| Las:Cas.. Are you not on the point of n 
thoſe cruelties ?. 
Var. And even if we were, n would be 
the harm, ſince it's ſcarcely, ane whether 
theſe Indians are men or a 

Las Cas. Alas for you, when you cannot 2 
men without a bull from Rome 42. 
Vaxv. The Pope has made over to us this nem 
world, commanding us to ſubdue it with the wn 
of God's grace *, | 

Prz. No more of this unteceffury talk ; time 
Kiewthe ny will be loſt. neee _ 
ye to battle ? 

ALL. We will. 
Las Cas. Oh! firſt let me once more e the 

enẽmy Let me ſpeak to them words of peace, let 

me preach to them with gentleneſs our holy 0 
gion. 


* vo Roberthow's America. 
VAxv. 


AL 


A TRACGC EDT. 


va. Firſt let theſe heroes fight, and 
the way for your doctrine. — Nen 

' Las Cas. With blood ? 

Al Mae. Your pious tears may IEA +, waſh 
17 blood away. * aways my friends] De- 
lay not. 

Lasc is God! Thou haſt elected me th ſervant, 
not to curſe, but bleſs : yet here my bleſſing were 
blaſphemy |—Curſes upon ye, fratricides! Curſes up- 
on your undertakings! Upon you and your children 
fall the curſe of that innocent blood which ſhall be 
ſhed this day. I leave you for ever, never more to 
witneſs the effects of your infernal phrenſy ! In 
caverns and wilderneſſes will I conceal myſelf, with - 
tigers and leopards alone will I bold converle ; and 
when you ſhall hereafter ſtand before his throne, 
whoſe mild religion you now prophane, then trem- 
ble, while I accuſe you going. ] 

Exv. [with involuntary emotion, ]—Las Caſas! 
Oh take me with thee, Las Caſas ! fs 

Las Cas. Stay, and if thou can'ſt, ſave! I have 
no longer buſineſs here: but the charms of beauty 
often ſucceed, where the eloquence of age has 
failed. Perhaps art thou ordained to be the pro- 
tecting angel of yonder unfortunats. ¶ Exit, 

* hat wouldſt thou have done, Elvira? 

Ex v. I know not. The old man appeated. to me 
at that moment as ſomething ſupernatural! and 
you and all theſe ſeemed ſo deſpicable ! 

ALMas. The ren enthuſiaſt's brain is 
turned, 

VA. His head i is filled wich viſions of Plato 8 
world. . 
Piz. Having lot himſelf the power of enjoy- 


P | ment, he finds dernen in enjoining penance to 


b 
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Exv.. Say what you will, there i is N in 
my heart which contradicts you. { 
|  Gonz. Pity becomes a lovely woman. . 
Eu v. So does humanity the hard — f 
Piz. Tis well that we Paid * 
moraliſt. | 
Aue. We ſhall. yawn, lo, and fight che 
more. 
Piz. At mid-day 1 the foe accuſtomed to ſaci 
fice. About that time, Almagro, lead your com- 
panies left-hand through the wood, while Gonzals 
gains the hill upon the right. I ſhall — ſtraight 
towards the enemy; and ſhould we n the 
gates of Quito ate open to us. 5 
p ALMAG, And then ſhall we hail Pizarro king of 
eru. N 
Piz. By no means, my friends Who goes flow, 
goes ſure : the ſhadow of royalty ſhall remain with 
Ataliba, while I reign under bim, marry his daugh- 
ter, and thus ſecure for myſelf the r of wy 
eie NG 27 3 
Gonz; The plan is excellent. 
Aru. Pizarro is equally an hero and bat 
man. 
Rag 98 75 of ty, and with a ner Nom, El 
vira? + f 
ELv. Nay, the plan is admirable. Bat what then ; 
muſt Elvira do? . 
Piz. Elin rer remain in the houſe of her 
friend. 
Exv. To anend anon his lady ? 
PIE. To the heireſs of Peru, I give, what gene- 
rally falls to the lot of JG my hand ; Hen 
hag my heart. | H . 
EAV. And when age hall have Ane my 


1 | 


. + 


9 beauty, 


* 


990 
 z ” 
* — 
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e vou will make e me. the. governeſs of of your 
children ? Is it not 
Piz. Are you obendes, Elvira ? Cotifider, 
ſcoptre beckons me. . 
Exx. Offended? By no ä je 
me, that yon dull: brained fellow ſhould. have ſeen 
further han myſelf, _. . N 
FIZ. What mean ou? > wo] .x:4 
Ev. Oh! nothing tis mere r Pard6n 


Pe loquagity of, 1 my ſex. , I wilt no longer delay 


the hero in his career. Hark! the claſh of arms 
ſummons you ; away, brave warriors, away 1 

Piz. Will you not wich me? 

Eu y. Undoubredly. * maſt be the firſt to * 


Ataliba's ſon-in-law. 8 


F 
. * 10 * . 54 
11 25 F ' 


4a» 


# 45 201. 1 , 


(Gdutts, Plz anno, Erni, A Vat: 


VERDA, GONZALO, and Dxvors.: it ©: 


: f 


1 
anne 10 562.36: 11 14 hen vd 6.46] 


Aittho. What k 


you, Gomez 5 f 
A priſoner. * Upon yon hill under the 


# 


pillai-tives we fomid-an old ca eique, who ſeemed 


examining the camp. He could not eſcape us, - 
and ſuffergd himſelf to be chained without reſiſt- 
ange: yet every word from his mouth 4 1s burerneſs 
-and ſcorn. | C 


Piz. Conduct bim e Se ad ne 


returns 22 Orozimbo.] Who art thou? 


Ono. CA ted bat 2 | Who wc y_—_ you 
is captain of the banditti 3 | 
Piz. Ha! * 


Arma. Are you mad Ti: ran 


Shall 1 J tear out his ſlanderous gn _—_ 


8 997 wh { le 2 | LA Ono, 


> 
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HC Do it ; fo will the truth remain choked 


in my throat. 

Dav. [drawing bis ker. Le me Arike vim 
dead at your feet. | 
Ono. [70 Pizarro, ]—Haſt thou in thine army 

many more ſuch herdes:? 

Piz. [bis eyes ſparkling with futy, ]—aſvlear, 
thy death-hour is come: but ere thou dieſt, firſt 
ſhalt thou confeſs what thou knoweſt. 

Ono. That have I done ready : bot one 
thing I bave learnt from the. 

Piz. And that is — SA Ns - 

Ono. That I muſt die. 

Piz. Wert thou leſs dbltiate, ay thou 
might'ſ ſave thy life. 

ro. My life is a barren tree; tis ny 
worth the pains of ſaving. 
ANA. Our affiſtaace might raiſe you to be 
the firſt of your nation. 
Ono. My nation knows the cid Orozimbo full 
well already: be never was counted among the 
PZ. We go to attack your army: 
f fafely through tho noo, and; de at 


"Oe. Hal ba 1 ha! 5 n 

PIZz. How? You laugh? 8 
Oro, I am a rich man; I have two gallant ſons, 

and beſides * laid 2 n in 

Heaven. Re, 

Piz. How numerous are your forces Þ 

Oro. Count the trees in.yon foreſt, .. | 


ALMas6. On which fide is your camp el : 
* Ono. r ee our cauſe covers it on all | 
des. T 1 


Dav. Ar what hout ſacrifice ye to the Sun 
| Ono, 


4 
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Ono. Our gratitude at all hours. 
Pre... Where. conceal ye ew children and 
wives 


Oao. In the hearts. of their fathers and bu: | 


bands, 
Aud. Know'ſt thou Aloune? 


begefactor ? 
Piz. How has he deſerved that title? 


Ong, By Mnf you in nothing, 
3 Mad 


reſ 
Ro. I ſp with truth to God ; how then 

ſhould I ſpeak to man ? | 

Vary. God? . hou know'ſt not God. 

Oro. [rai 
look of reverence. |—I know him 

Vary. We bring you the qaly true religion; 

Ono. That is already written in our hearts. 

Vary. Ye are idolaters, © 


| Oro, We are obſervers of that faith, which 


teaches us to live with innocence, and die without 
regret. 

Dav. Obdurate heretic ! 
Ono. Young robber, we live not * plundering 
ſtrangers. ' ; 

Dav. Be filent, or tremble ! 
Ono, Never have I trembled before God; ; why 
' ſhould I now ie men? Why before thee, thou 


leſs 
1 Br Go bn hs dagger. He Heatheniſ d 
pv. But cog ſuch word again, 
if your he 


Ono. bl it ! So may ſt Ba alſo boaſt at 
I tao have murdered a Peruvian.” 
| Day. [Sabbing bim. * with thee to H . 


Ono. Do I know him ? Dol know our axtion's: 


Speak to our = with 


bis arms towards Heaven, with e 


id I plunge tl 1 


ot 
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Prat Wh daß thou kn „ 0 
Dav. Could'ſt thou endure bis mant longet U 
Plz. What! Should he die untortyred ? - 
Ono. [who feels himſelf mortally wounded, J= 
Young man |! ey halt loſt. a noble opportaity;of 
learning how to ſuffer and be patient. 
g * (a 


Erv. Oh! Ye are monſters ! monſters | 
porting Orozimbo an ber beſom.]— Lean on | me, 
wretched old- an! 

Ono. Iwretched 80 near felicity NM "Y 
beckons me—the ſun looks down on me, and 
ſmiles God mend ye-+and. bleſs ye Dic. 

Piz. Away with the carcale !—And mark me, 
Davila ! if a ſecond time thus haſty». ,, 
2 Dar. Your pardon, general | But the heat of 

Pan: No . me, friends, and Jet 
every one to the. poſt aſhgned him, Ere the Pe- 
ruvian's God retires into the ocean, muſt our ban. 


ners Nene the val of Quito. 
ac: LY with "IE: 22 


8 CE NE VI. 
Ra, VaLvenpa, 


| Vary, Nov, lovely Elvira My hope ere 
in proportion to Pizarro's arrogance, © 
Fx v. Oh! God! My ſenſations are fo 
my ideas ſo bewildered This horrible oa 
of ſcenes of crutlty!— This ſhameful ai 
ment of avarice and ambition. — 
VAIv. Throws Elvira into my arms! | 
Ev. Alas for Elvirs, when thine arms are ws 
only refuge! © 
7 53 Yay, 


* 


A TIA. 10 . 


| Vary. Think'ſt thou I know not how to plan a 


dagger with certainty? 
Ex v. Nay, thou dar'ſt ſtab, when thine ning 3 


back is turned ! How dear doſt ſell a murder ? 
VaLv.; The reward muſt be a precious one, 
though eaſy to pay. : 


Exv. Eaſy ? Thou art miſtaken, Yet an of- 
fended woman never thinks vengeance bought too 
dear. —Leave me thou ſhalt hear from me ere 


g | 
Varv. The . is ſharp, the arm is raiſed 3 3 


one word, and Pizarro bleeds at your feet, ¶ Exit. 
 ELv, [alone. ]—No !—Though on this mur- 
der my ſoul depended, would I not take ſuch 
a vengeance, would I not employ ſuch an inftru- 
ment. What! be yon villain's accomplice ? Fye 
on the thought ! Should. Pizarro abandon me, 
who ſacrificed reputation and virtue for him, then 
Abandon me ?—[With dignity]—No! I aban- 
don him ! What did I love in him ? His greatneſs. 
He 1s become a deſpicable creaturez my love 1s 
gone !—Yet hold ! Does all happen which a man 
reſolves ?— Ambition has built many an houſe of 
cards, which Love's breath at pleaſure has eaſily 
blown down.Prove him once more, Elvira; and 
find'ſt thou him unworthy of thee, then deſpiſe 


him, and ſpurn him in the duſt; whence he has 


contrived to raiſe himſelf, and where he deſerved 
to have remained, 8 [ Exit. 


EN P. the FIRST ACT, 


TT... 


ED 
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ACT II. 


SCENE I.—Thbe Prruvian Camp near a-Village; the 
2 Houſes of which are ſcen. In the middle of the 
ſtands an Altar; in the Back-Ground is an 

Fl Git 4 large Tree. 


Cora is ſeated on a Bank of Turf, with ber Child on 
her Lap; ALONZO is rn, and hangs ever ber 
in filet Rapture. 


Cora. 


ter @ pauſe, during which ſbe looks ee at 
7 Es and the Child.]— f 


HE is like you, 
=; Aron. Like you rather. 


Cor A. Say not ſo; you deſtroy what makes my | 


delight. 


loys. 


Aron. Nay, is not his hair dark ? 
Cora. But his eyes are blue. 
Ale. And when he ſmiles, ſmiles he not juſt 


like you ? 


Cora. [prefing the babe to her boſom. |-—He is 


like you, like me, like both. 


Alox. You love the father leſs, * the child 
plays on your lap. 

Cora. Story-teller! _.. 

Alox. He ſteals from you many a =_ which by 
right ſhould be min@ | | 

Cora. I kiſs you in him. 

ALon. Truſt me, the brat will make me e jea- , 


U Cok A. 


- 
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Con A. Ilive but in him and Hark, AN 
201 I dreamt lately that he — wor 

Alox. That will be an holiday o us. 

Cox A. And when for the firſt time he runs 


— Oh — daily, wa ſhould we 
thank the Gods | 
ALon. The Gods and Rolla. . 
Cora. You are happy Are you not ? 
Alox. Can Cora aſk me? 
Cora. But why then at night is your fleep fo 
-diſturbed ? Why do I ſtill hear ſighs ** fon 
your boſom ? 
Aron. Muſt I not combat againſt my bre- 
thren? 
Con. Aim they not at our deſtruction? Al 
men are thy brethren, 
Aron. And ſhould the'Spaniards conquer, how 
dreadful a fate awaits me! 

Cora. No, no! We will fly ay moun- 
tains, | 
Aron. Wich an infant at your breaſt? 

Con. Wherefore not ? Fhink'ſt thou a mo- 
ther's flight can be embarraſſed by her child? 
Aren. And gladly would I * you from the 
: ſweet burthen. 
Con, 0 archly.}—Oh ! he would not ſtay with 
you; he always cries. 
Aron,” e ADAMS WT het me trau- 
quil?. _ .. 
Con A. Moſt gladly. * 
Alox. Then haſts dicken did to ne 
in the mountains; there you will be ſafe, and 
- there, let what may happen, will I afterwards re- 


Join 


24 ROLLA; on, THE PERUVIAN HERO: 


| | Join you, either to announce our' victory, - or end 
my life with you in Nature's freedom. 


Cora. And prepare in our ſon * country 5 
avenger? 2. hg 

ALox. That will I, doubt i it not. 725 

Cor a. But, no, Alonzo, I cannot leave you; not 
leave you now. To know you in danger would Jay 


"obſtacles in my path inſurmountable.— To fancy 


you wounded under the care of ſtrangers Na | 
no, I cannot leave you) TO: 

ALox. Will not Rolla be with me 7 95 | 

Cora. Aye, while the combat laſts, Rolla | 
knows well how to give wounds, but not to heal 
them. He will revenge you but he cannot fave 
you. No, where the huſband is, there alſo ſhould 
the wife be: I ſwore never to leave you while you 
lived? Dear Alonzo, ſhall J not keep my oath-?:; 

. ALon, You ſhall. Stay then, thou ſoul of truth, 
and God grant us victory)! 

Cora. Is not our cauſe juſt * The Gods will be | 
with us, doubt it not. 

ALoxN. And ſhould our hopes prove falſe, Death 
ſhall find me claſped in your arms. 

Cora. Oh ! ſpeak not of dying ! Since you and 
this little one have been mine, death has ecard ſo 
1 e 

Aron. [kneeling and embracing. 15 Angel 


| woman ! Born for me, and mine through almoſt a 
miracle — Alas for the wretch, who, ſeeks for * 5 
pineſs, and paſſes by love in the purſuit. | | 


Coka, [ returning bis embrace. —Loye is flent z 

who liſtens for its ſound, never finds its track. 
Alox. My Cora! My. world ! 9 27 | 
Con a. My Ae My Who 


» At A 


SCENE 


OATH A 1 * KOT PE 43 


5 8 "'SEENEB. 5 f 12 


orte, Aonzo, 6. 5 Kren 


Nola, [cube advances unobſerved, | and 
thin for ſome moments in filence.}——Thanks to th 
Gods for'allowing me this moment! 
Aron. Ha! Rolla! You here? 
RoLLAa. I have ſhared your rapture. 
| Axon. Thoſe taptures do we owe to you; 
. 'RoxLia. It glads me that you dos | 
Con. Dear Rolla, thou haſt made me ſo bap- 


Rolla? Kings 
r my 


— exrth, — oh? throne 

Aton. My Roi 1 ! 

Con. More than my 13 friend! 

Rota. R ht, right! Make me yet prouder, 
let me riot in the conviction that you are happy! 

Con A. Look at this child, Rolla; if ever he 
does, leſs for you than for his father, ſhall his mo- 
ther's curſe fall upon him. 

ROI LA. No more! What I have done, 1 did 
for Cora; ſhe is bappy, and I have my reward. 
Now lien to a friend's advice: Cora, you muſt 
away; fly with your infant further into the wood, 


. Hep you are 
r 1 too have implored this of her, but in 


Cora, Ho How? Not dale with Alonzo and with 
you 
RoLLA. Nena lines ſurpriſe. | 


Con. Are we not upon our guard ? 
_RoLLA, Viaory in he and of Gog 


Cox a, 


f 83 ; 
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Cora. And if de to fly with you 
9 or 2 X * 
Aron. Spare thyſelf the anxi oft being in the 
battle's neighbbou Wo 1 l 
Con A. Ion know. 8 when * 
from thee... Leer nf, * Nr \ 0021 
RoLLa. Thon caoſt oor belp, os bor bann 
may ſt thou much. H ! £14 nA 
Con. — A 411 „er 
3 Lexplaim myſelf ? Thou t 
we love thee; ſhouldſt thou remain ſo. nent us, 
terror far thy ſaſety will ſtill draw: otir . fooolitps 
back from the batile towards the. ſpot. where we 
left cher. A lover can only be a wartibr; whels he 
knows that his beloved is far from danger. 
ALox. Rolla ſays true. How could Pruch for. 
wards upon the foe, while I left; but ade 
behind me, who might ſucceed/infartingylhis yay 
to Cora? an 314 113; 3˙1 I 8 4101 
Cora, Lig.] Tou flatter the woman's: va- 
t but the wate heats'you not. 
Ae. And is the mother alſo deaf; 
Rol. LA. Act as you think beſt; Lhave ſaid he 
truth. S704 2: 4124 6H AJdS04 
Alon Al our women ballen towards dach 
tains; vou alone · "114911! „ oi aal w 
- Cora, I rely upon the Gods, and thees? Ves if 
thy repoſe teſts on my Jeaving: thee, 1 _— 
| ther thou wilt. 
Aton. Dear wife, I thank hc. 
RorL A. The king advances to the e 
Alen. Haſt. thou. provided See ee, 
Rol EA. All our poſts are | 
Alon. My ſquire has di — in 
treacherous, but he is weak cakily terrified. 


ROLLG> Fear nothi ; ad ata: 
> * SCENE 


CATE UAITHAIGEBD MT NOT af 
* * 5 1221009 Da us WO?! 1 280 44 
a ern ene, Ts 
Ts From! 0 n 5 mods be >» 2 boa . * þ 
Armut, nnd ay Frizsre, — ; 
rann. 1 * 
G Aud Nn 16 
Arzl. Welcome, Alonzo ! To Ralla. ] Gallant 
kinſman, thy band!» To Cora. Fhe bleffiogs of 
the Gods light upon eh py mother! 
Cora. The ble "of the « Gods ncht pon the 
father of his people 
Ara. To make hig — bappy;: is the fa- 
ther's only delight. — Now, wy friends i it 
with our warrior? 
Alox. They uu in are, * Our King i is 
with us!“ * e Wo . 
ROLL A. He Ts our © hardſhips and our — 
Alox. Our Gods and aur King! Oo 
RorLA. Victory or death! 
ATAL. I know my people: Gould. this wield 
break, the breaſt of every ſubject would form a 


buckler for his. ki REEL 
1 Mine ould with _ joy Linh that 
office. 10 
Ror LA. Mine has, auf ſhall again, | 
6. W. And here io, my child da. L rear a. friend 
Aral. Your affection is my wealth, and I feel 
that T am rich, Bot ſay! Show the Spaniards yet 


no diſpoſition-to move ? 
Roll. They ſeem Uke clouds, pre. runner, of 
a TIS but full, of thunder. 23 
ATAL. Reſolution, cranquiband bold, - 
tect us from the ſtorm. on 
Rourx: Our 8 for plunder, » we for 


at A | wats 


; \ I oe 6s? 
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Arox. They follow an adventurer to battle; we 
2 monarch, whom we love. 
Arat. And a God, whom we adore Come, 
my friends, let us perform our ſacrifice. — 
— behind the Altar, and the F | 
themſeluzy on both fides. ] 


CAORUS or PRI ES TS. 


God of li ke, from yonder fey 150 
me = with gindows oye] 


1.08.43 dure 2 | 
e thy praiſe 
— — iſes; . 
At thy ſhrine for aid they ſue! 

Save hana bop. Art Save Perul 


PRIESTS. 


of Mithra, lowly is 
rwe 


ba. King apo p 2 um, —. 


4 rams. ' 


Tf thou deign'ft © ſhield to be, 
Ades, a7 — 
Offerings not unworthy thee ! 


[4 Fame rife ue * ee. 
conſumed. | - . 


enn, 


1-3 


VATRENGEDY.' „ 


e reren Wy 
GENERAL CHORDS... , 


| Mithra not in vain implor'd, 
Aeg ne on the ere 


\$CENE w. 


= * 
1 


i Zonano, ATALIBA, con, diere Rowan, Be 


Zen. The enemy — 
Aral. How near? 
Rot. Where? | 
Ton. As L examined their camp from the bill's 
ſummit, on a ſudden all was in motion, and 
Kol. Tis ſufficient. 


Aral. Away with the children and women. to 
ſome place of ſafety! 


Con A. Alas! Alonzo! 
Alox. We. ſhall meet 
Cora. Will you not the rel infant? 

ALon. God protect him and thee! _ 
ATAL, Nay, delay not! Theſe moments are 


precious. 

wank Farewell, Alonzo . Children ond 
e Ok te the Warriors weeping. ]J— - 
| leave me, Cora. You unman me! 
. A 
with ſafety, { 
RotTLA. renn 
Con a, Iron him ber band. Ning me back 


Alonzo. 
Ar. G be with you and with us! 


62. 
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Cora. God be with al 


Exit with women, &c. 


Arat. [drawing Shy * A Now then, my 
friends, away! 2 7 0 _ 40 mur 

Rox, We follow you. 

ATAL. To you, FP | inert the” row 


paſs through the mountains; while. you, Rolla, 
hand of the 


and fight till I fall, 


ny wife. : afid 


muſt intercept the enemꝝ an the. ri 
wood: For ' myſelf, . I ſhall ſtraight towards them, 


| Rar. You ſhall hot fall fingly® 
Aral. Live to protect my ſon; my ſon 


live to avenge moo CORAL 
Alox. Victory to the father of his ople ! . 
Rol, When we next meet, may itt 6 to'rhgnk 
the > hk 
ATAL, Away then ! The RANT | (2.64.2 — 
out native: land f“ (Exit will wurtbr 
- [Roll is going: Alno 1250 2 bs oo 3} 9 
FREE... Rolla, ere you go, a 


Bor. There is now dat one, ewe of wr ! 


5 
ALON. They regard Cora. ls i os 
Rol. Cora? Speak? 1 
Aron. What depends upomt the next hot 5 


Rol. Death, or bod 
Akon. Phe ang be peur death * 
or E our lots may be reverſed. ann 
ee Obotk raj . ll. er * 3 9. 
3 And F both fall, chen Yo | 
infant e 
domfvit them, tet King will 9 5 
Rol. That __ he. projet q eye? 1054 
Alox. But, fhould you ſurvive me- wen, No 
ate: om hem KI YO } 2 
Rox. What mean you? 3 
Alox. Re Co thy wiſe, e ae. | 
Av Rok. 


i 4 
1 * * 
8 A - —— 8 
8 = 7 — _ , a . 


ES 


GAH VAT RA GED Y. 10 


Ros. [after apart. .I agrẽ,ẽj“ word of 
. giv 2 thy word? 4 . 125 f 
Rol. If Cora refuſe me not, it ſhall 15 as . 3 
fay'ſt, 4 

__ Bear to hier my Deeting 

Rol. Iwill: Enough! 

Alen, Aud give my infant at her boſom his (13 
chers bleſſing, vt E 111 | 
| Rot. No more | In the hour of battle, the bs 
ſhours of ſoldiers are mort grateful to my ear than 20 
the laſt requeſts of the huſband-and che father: ' 1 
Aen. I know not what ſtrange forebodin | 
weighs down my beart dm water in 1 feel th 

before. Lrþe _ _— 
Rot. Away tothe bande! il J ( 

Alox. Let one word more. Bury my corſe und 1 

der the palm tree where we uſtd io ſit at evening; 7 

and fail not ſtill to go there at evening, and ſeat 5 
yourſelf with Cora upon your friend's grave: then 1 

when my boy plucks a flower from the turf which Er 
-. hides my bones, or the wind whiſpers 19 
the palm- trees branches, ange you may" k 3 
on me. 1 
Rot. [agirand.)-Nay, I with wee ile | vi 

15 0 


ALow,- ele, will ink on 

me, will you not? | 
"Row We will! we will t- 

Avon; © Ar tp IO 46 „ 

Roi: Thou left hand; I right Alonzo 

We ſhall meet again ? 


| ALON. 2 r ea, 

Nl. ro } here * 1 
Aron. God grant 11 DIES 1 '' 
| 1 Now forth, my fword ! r _ 

ALon. 


* 0 
— — no wits ee. 
# 
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Aron. For the King! and Cora! - 
Ros. For Cm the'Ki 


1 -e 
SCENE V. 


| Carere {ar old blind Mar] ener, — 


TeLanms, a By. 


Car. Are 2 | 
TL. All 22 way, 1 anocher;:- 


if 97 * 


Cx. Alas for my blindneſs ! Could I but 2 


might now ſeize a ſword, and fall gloriouſly. 
TI. Shall I lead you back to the hut + 


Car. No, my child, conduct me to the Altar,— 
Here will I ſtay. Are we alone? | 


Ter Quite. My father is with the army; and 

my mother is gone, I know not whither. 

_. Car, And you left here alone, poor boy? 
III. Left here with you, dear grand-father. 


find us? 
Tar. Tell them chat you are old and blind. 
Car. They will tear you from me. 


TT. Oh, no] for they muſt perceive you can · 


nat do without me. Noiſe at 4 diftance.]— /. 


Car. Hark !—The battle is-begun,—Go, my 


child, go to the hill, arwhoſe foot ſtands my wife's 


tomb: then climb the tree, which I planted there, 
_ from whence r 


TI. Shall I leave you here alone? 
Cap. I ſtand at the Altar. God is with and round 


about me. Go, and tell me what you can hear 
and ſee.¶ Telanis climbs-the tree. — This is the 


. . firſt 
8 | 


f 
f 
2 
] 
i 
{ 
| 


Car. And what will you do would the —_— 


ATRAGED T. 31 


firſt battle from which I have been abſent. —But a 
few years ago I could have bent my bow forcibly 
as were I an Inca; now I muſfght at home, and 
pick cotton with the women: Now muſt I hear 
ſwords claſh, and ſhields reſound; and can nei- 
ther defend myſelf or others. Yet till at every 
warlike - ſhout, at every blaſt of the trumper, 
my hand ſeeks for the ſword, which, alas! hangs 
by my fide no longer Well, my boy, what ſee'ſt 
thou ? N 8 

TEL. Much duſt and ſmoke. 

Car. Well do I know that duſt often have I 
inhaled it: but the ſmoke comes doubtleſs from 
the Spaniſh engines, which breathe flames, and 
ſpeak in thunder, like the dreadful mountain Ca- 
tagunca, — What more, my child ? 

Tir. When the wind blows away the ſmoke, I 

can deſcry our warriors. ö 
Car. Move they forwards ? 

TT. They keep their ground. 

Car. Tis well. —See'ſt thou the Incas banner? 

TEL. It waves in the midſt. : 

Car. Thanks to the Gods! the king then lives, 

TEL. Now I can ſee the Spaniards ! How their 
arms gliſten ! | 

Cap. Proceed! proceed 

TEE. They are not at all like us. 

Cr. How ſo? | 

TEL. They are much taller, and move much 
ſwifter. 13 
: * y. Oh! they are mounted on fleet lofty ant» 

$ 
TzL, Now they mingle with our troops. 
Cay. And fall? 


Ter, It thunders and lightens ! 
we Ca 


A 
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Cay, Lighten thou too, Avenger, from yonder 
clouds | # 

TEL. The Incas banner diſappears. 

Cay. Alas! 

TI. Our friends give back 

Cap. My ſword | my ſword ! I will among 
them! I will fight But once more, bleſſed Sun, 
but once more Ter me behold thy light! 

TEL. A chick cloud involves them all. 

Car. Alas ! alas! that I ſhould live to know 
this day ! Can I then' do nothing for my country ? 
Yes, I can pray! Kneeling and embracirg the Al- 
tar.]—Ye Gods, whoſe anger weighs us down, 
| ſpare thy people, who love thee with the pureſt 
adoration ! Protect thy ſon, the virtuous Inca! 
Let him not fall by the hands of theſe aſſaſſins ! 

TEIL. A ſmall troop haſtens this way. 

Car. Of Spaniards ? 

TEL. I cannot ſee for the duſt. 

Cay. Away, dear child! fly to the mountains 

TEL. The heads of their — glitter in the 
ſun-beams. 

Car. Then are they Peruvians. 

TEL. They are at hand. 

Car. Come down, my boy. 

TI. In the field all is confuſion, 

Cay. Do our friends ſtill fight? 

TEL. Yes, and retreat, though ſlowly. 

Cay. Still do chey retreat Cruel Gods. 
come down, my child, come down. 

TEL. | deſcending. ]Will you to my mother ? 
Car. To my grave, my child! To my already 

open grave ! 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI, 


ATAL1Ba [ wounded), ZoRano, WarRiors— Ca- 
PULCO, TELANIsS. 


Aral. Here let me reft,...-..-and die, if it muſt 
be ſo. Wt 

Zok. We will remain with you, 
ArAl. By no means! Return to the battle! 
there you are wanted. 

Zok. But your wound. ä 

Ar Al. Is not dangerous. Go and revenge your 


fallen brethren ! Go, I command you. 


[ Exeunt Zorano and Warriors. 
ATaL. | ſupporting himſelf againſt the Altar. |— 
Ye Gods of juſtice, in what have I offended ? 
Cay. I hear complaints, but cannot diſcern who 
utters them. Who art thou, mourner ? 
Aral. A forſaken wretch, who prays for 
death. e 
Cay. Lives the king yet? 
ATaAL. He does. , 
Cay. Then art thou not forſaken. Ataliba 
protects even the meaneſt of his ſubjects. 
Aral. And who protects him? 
Car. The Gods! 
ATAL. Their anger reſts upon him heavily. 
Cay. Impoſſible ! He never protected injuſtice ; 
never oppreſſed the weak; never laviſhed the fruit 
of the labours of his peaſants on paraſites and mi- 
nions ; never ſhut his hand againſt poverty, or his 
Tar againſt complaints. 
Aral. [afide.]—God ! in the bittereſt hour of 


1 my life haſt thou given me one of its ſweeteſt mo- 


ments, —Good old man, know'ft thou the king? 
F 2 Car . 
9 


1 
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Cape. Yes, I have ſeen him often. But a few 
years are paſt ſince J fought by his fide againſt 
Huaſcar. 

ATAL. How long didſt thou ſerve him: 

Cay. Four-and-fifty years, 

Aral. Has the king rewarded thee ? 

Cap. Yes, with repoſe in the boſom of my fa- 
mily. 

ArAL. With nothing more ? 

Car. Doſt thou hold that to be nothing -h 
truſt me, a king has done much when he has ſe- 


cured the tranquillity of his ſubjects. 


Aral. He ſhould have rewarded you better. 

Cay. Say not ſo.— Daily do my children relate 
to me, how happy he makes his people; I liſten 
with attention, and rejoice !. 

ATAL. [with emotion. o all thy brethren 
think like thee? 

Cap. All! 

Aral. Why then ſhould I fear death? Merhinks 
my wound now ſcarcely pains me | 

Cap. Art thou wounded ?—Boy, bring my bal- 
ſam from che hut. [Exit Telanis, 
Aral. I thank thee. *Tis my arm which. 

Cap. But thou ſhouldſt not have left the king. 

Aral. A nerve is cut through, and my right 
arm 1s uſeleſs. 

Car. Then ſhouldſt thou have taken thy ſword 
with thy left. 


SCENE VII 


| PERUVIANS croſſing the Stage in confuſion. ]J—ATA- 


LIBA, CAPULCO. | 4 
PeRVUvVIANS. All is loſt! Fly ! fly ! 


ATAL., [to Guyomar, who is pr |—Stay, I 
command you !— Where is Alonzo ? 


Gy: 


* 
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Gr. I ſaw him not. | 
Aral. And Rolla ? | | 
Gor. Is envcloped by the enemy. 
3 And you have abandoned your gene- 
ral! | : 
Gr. [with confuſion.— I have loſt my ſword. 
ATAL. Take mine, and die, as becomes the ſon 
of his country, | . 
Guy. Death alone ſhall rob me of this pre- 
ſent! [ Exit. 


not 

ATAL, Be contented ; the king lives. 

Mirza, [mortally wounded, drags himſelf to the 
feet of Ataliba.] - Here let me die | 

Ara. Is all loſt ? 

Mix. All! 

Axa. Is Rolla fallen? | 
; 22 R. Alonzo is fallen; Rolla yet defends him- 
elt. 

ATAL. [with deep affliction.] Alonzo ? Gods! 

Cap. And you aſk not after the king? 

Aral. Give me your ſword : You need it no 
onger. f 

Mix. My king, what would you do? 

ATAL. At leaſt embitter the triumph of the 
enemy, and bury myſelf beneath the ruins of my 
empire! 

Cap. Gods! Tis Ataliba! 

RoLLA, [Cebind the ſcenes. — Turn! turn, ye 
faint-hearted ! Follow me! Tis Rolla calls! 

PzRuUvIANS, | behind the ſcenes.— Forward, brave 
Rolla! We follow you. 

RoLLa, [at a greater diſtance. | For God and 
the king! Now then to the battle! 


Aras. 


Car. Lives the king yet? — Alas he hears me 


* 
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Aral. My valiant Rolla lives! Then there i * 
ſtill hope ! | | 
Car. My ſovereign, and ſo near me! Alas for 


me, poor blind old man 


Arar. Truſt me, my worthy ſoldier, your af- 
fection comforted me in a moſt bitter hour. 

Cap. [co whom Telanis brings the balſam.}—Let 
my trembling hands bind up thy wound—Hold | 
firſt anoint it with this healing balſam. 

ATaL. Give it me; I thank thee. 

Cay. This, and my prayers, are all I have to 
offer !—Go, my boy, climb the tree once more.— 

Telanis aſcends ihe hill. 

Mix. [in the laft agonies.]— Son of the Sun! 
Give me thy bleffing !—I die. 

ATAL. Thou dieſt for thy country !—God bleſs 

thee ! | 

Mix. God bleſs.- - the father of his people !— 
Dies. 

Axa. | gazing upon the corſe with emotion. |— 

Blood of my ſubject ! Precious pledge, entruſted 

to my care, I did not facrifice you raſhly ! 

Car. Say, my boy, what ſec'ſt thou? > 

Tir. Friends and foes all mingled together. 

Car. Which gives way? | 

Tx, Neither, 

ATAL. Gracious Gods If ye muſt have a vic- 
tim, here I ſtand ; but ſpare my people. 

Tzr. Methinks the number of waving plumes 
decreaſes. 

Car. ' Thoſe are the Spaniards! Down with 
them, brethren ! Down with them! 

TEIL. I ee Rolla! 

Arai. What does he? 

Tzr. His ſword, as he wields it around, a0 
like lightning. 


Car, 


. 
18 


bo 
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Cap. He is the darling of the Gods! 

ATaAL. Of Gods and men. 

. Ter. They give way! 

"Cay. Who? 

TEr. The Spaniards. ® 

Cap. [with entbuſiaſm. Nov is the time! Give 
them no reſt ! There lies one ! there another ! 
Forward over their bodies! No quarter! Down 
with them all! ſo 'tis well! and now forwards 
again! 

Aral. What youthful ardour ! 

Tr. They fly! 

Cay. leaving the Altar. Ha! they fly! Purſue 
them! Extirpate the whole brood i Where am 1? 
where am I ? 

Ter. [ſhouting ]—Huzza ! ! huzza! They fly! 
they fly ! 

ATAL. [proferate before the Altar. God] thou 
haſt rewarded my confidence. 

.. 122 7 ſaw them fly, and the 
banner of the Incas following them. 
[ He conducts Capulco back to the Altar. 

Car. Son of the Sun, ler me kiſs thy hand: A 
tear hangs upon my eye-lid, a tear, of joy : Son of 
the Sun, let it fall upon thy hand. 

ATAL. ing. and giving him his band. }—Kneel, 
kneel, old friend ! let us thank the Gags. | 

Car. Their beſt thanks are tears of Joy. 

GuYOMAR [entering out of breatb.] - We con- 
quer! | 

ATaL. Meſſenger of Heaven! 

Guy. [laying Ataliba's ſword at bis feet. 1— 
There is thy ſword, I have not diſgraced it. 

Aral. Keep it in remembrance of this day. 

Guy. Gracious ſovereign, let me forget - 

. ay, 


5 
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day, and receive thy ſword again : Never could I 
ſhew it to my deſcendants. | 

ATAL. [pointing to th: ſword: |—Streams it not 
with hoſtilg blood ?—Riſe, you have waſhed away 
your ſtains, —Now, tell me how the victory was 
gained? 
SGour. Rolla alone wreſted it from the coaqque- 
| Tor's hand; he ſeemed endowed with ſupernatural 

wers. When our diſorder was compleat, and 
the bullets of the foe purſued our fugitive troops, 
and the Spaniſh ſword was weary with ſlaughtering, 
then did Rollo throw himſelf in our paſſage : he 
ſupplicated, he threatened, lightnings darted from 
his eyes, thunder rolled from his lips, and then 
again were his wards ſoft as the ſong of ſwans. 
Now was his {word raiſed againſt the fugitives, 


"now pointed at his own breaſt, Thus did he delay 


our routed forces, called them back, gathered 
them round him, and, ſeizing the banner of the 
Incas in his left hand, ruſhed towards the field of 
battle. Already ſecure of conqueſt, the Spaniards 
were employed in plundering the fallen, and their 
ſquadrons were ſcattered over the field, Rolla and 
the Gods were with us, and one moment decided 
the victory. Here fell our foes without refiſtance— 
there they fled with ſhrieks of terror. The field 
was ours: Hold! cried Rolla : Triumph! ſhouted 
the army; and I haſtened hither, 

ATAL, Where is the ſaviour of his country d 
Where is my Rolla ? | 

Gvuy. He approaches. 

Aral. Tis now that I feel how poor are 
kings! | | 


SCENE 


e A TIA Dor. ab 


SCENE VIII.. 


Rota, [bearing the Banner of the Incas, which diſ- 
plays a Sun, and followed by Zorano and Warriors. 
ATALIBA, CaruLco,' TELAN1s, GUYOMAR. 


Rol. L A, ¶ neeling, and laying the Banner at Ata- 
liba's feet.) —T he victory is thine. | 

ATAL. | cmbracing him.) My friend! my guar- 
dian genius! 4b 
ALL. Rolla for ever! | 
Aral. | taking a Diamond Sun from his neck, and 
hanging it round Rolla's.]J-—lIa the name of my 
people, whoſe preſerver thou art, wear this jewel 
As a mark of my gratitude ; the tears, which have 
fallen on it, will beſt explain the feelings of your 

ſovereign. 


Rol. [rifing.] I was but the inſtrument of the 


8. 
Cap. Alas for the blind man, who cannot ſee 
the hero ! | 
ATaALt. And now let us to the women, who 
doubtleſs look for our coming moſt anxiouſly. 
«Roc. Where is my friend Alonzo ? 
ATAL. | mournfully.) With the Gods! 
Rol. [ ftarting.} Wretch that | am! 
Guy, He fell. 
Zor, He was taken priſoner, 
Goy. I ſaw him fall myſelf. 
Zok. And he was dragged away. 
Rol. Wretched Cora 
ATAL. Our victory is purchaſed dearly. 


live. 
Zor, As they forced him away, I heard him at 
' a diſtance call for help. 11 


Rox. 


Guy. But, though he fell, perhaps he may full 


2% 


o 
* 
S 
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Rol. And Rolla was deaf to the voice of his 
brother ! 

Aral. The Gods required a victim ; our friend 
is loſt, but our country js reſcued : the ſhours of 
my people muſt ſtifle mycomplaints, No they to 
the women whom this day has made widows, to 
the mothers. whom this day has made childleſs ; 
to aſſuage the tears of his ſubjedts 1 is the nobleſt 


office af a king. 


Rol. [i deſpair.) God! Oh God! How can I 


meet Cora without Alonzo 7 Lu. 


END of the SECOND ACT.” 
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SCENE 1.— An open Place e „ bf 
| Mountains. | 2 


17 


Coma: ZaMORA, lun, BaRsAxA, ang, Wongs. | 


Cora, [ leaning over Map Child, u lieb _ on a 
Bed f M,. NI 1 


SLI. ſleeping, ſweet babe ? When will bz blue 
eye open, and remind thy mother, of thy father's 
blue eye ?—[ Ring with a melancholy air.] Ah! 
where are now thy father's eyes? Beam they (til ? 
Lives he at this moment ? 
Lam. [looking towards a. d Mani bal] Zolica, 


ſee'ſt thou nothing? 


Zul. [ bebind the ſcenes.] Even now 1 ſaw great 
= duſt, but they are gone. R 
, 3 Zis. 


* 6 
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AT RAGE DTV. ap 


Aa Our fate muſt ſoon be decided. 
In A. While | ſtood on the 2 I e boar 


the claſh of arms. 
Ba R. I eould liſtinguiſtsxo0 a faint niſe- 
Zau. That proceeded frown the bucklers of our 
friends. 
— But the Spaniſh cannon we could all hear 


$48 * 18) 


— May the Gods — our  hatbands * 


Con A, [a, and #aiſine ber hands Ru Hea- | 


ven.) God preſerve thee, Alonzo $1 4nd 1h 
Tau. Zulica, feet thou nothingßs? 
Zul. [at a difence.) The ſun blinds me. 
ZAM. Our Father ooks down z the children of 
the _ will conquer. 
Con, Co bet id.] Look; if an inſet has not 
—— — ' the wicked inſect ! Lanig the child 
with @ hong h. Ob my Alonzo! thy wrelthed wife 
complains that a gnat has ſtung thy ghild, when 
perhaps at this moment thy heart is transfixed by 
an arrow! 
Zau. Zulica, ſee'ſt thou nothing ? T 
Zul. ſbebind the ſcenes.] I ſee @ warrior haſten- 
ing this way |—Now I can perceive, at ſome diſ- 
tance, another—they ſeem faint and out of breath. 
Tu Women, [| ogether.] Meſſengers! meſſen- 


gers from our huſbands | 


Zur. [entering.] The firſt will be here inftancly 3 
Iloſt fight of him among yon trees. 

Con A, [ trembling. My heart will ſpring from 
my boſom 

Zam, He comes be comes! fSadafki enters 
haſtily:}Þ—Speak l bring'ſt thou joy or forrow ? 

Sap. We have loft the day! Fly, and fave your- 
ſelves. lf The Women Jy Cora finks down by 8 

2 
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fide of ber child. — All is loſt !-—The king is wound- 
ed—perhaps ere this is dead, 

Taz Women. Oh! day of ſorrow! _ 

Cor a, [in a faint voice. Þ—Ahd Alonzo? 

Sap. I ſaw him not. | 

Taz Wonuzx. Whither ſhall we fly p 

Sap. Further jnto the wood. 

Tus Wonzw. Away! away, my ſiſters | Gather 
together your jewels ! Fly ! fly! - Cora 

_ I cannot [A, the women are agen 

„Zuma enters. | 
f Whither in ſuch * There is Kill 

0 

Tus Womzen. Hope? Oh! ſpeak, ſpeak | 

ZuMa, Rolla has rallied the fugitives Rolla 
ſtorms and rages among the crmamy' s ranks like a 
wounded lion! 

Taz Wowtx. Rolla! the darling of the Gods! 

Cora. And Alonzo? 

ZuMA. I ſaw him not. 

Taz Womsx. Is the king wounded ? 

Zuma. Yes, and obliged to leave the field. - 

Taz Women. Oh! Why was be not Hroaght 
hither to us? 

Zoma. His ſtrength failed him: I ſaw the bero' s 
blood ſtream.? 

Zam. [kneeling.] Down, down, my fiſters ! 
pray for the king's life! | 

THe WoMex. err Hear us, ye Gods, 
and protect the Son of the Sun! 

Cora, [raiſing herſelf with Afficulty upon her 
knees. | Thou only God, preſerve to me Alonzo! 
Claſp thy little hands, my boy! Pray for thy 
father, and for thy native land ! 


28 [ entering. | Joy! Joy! The victory is 
ours 


Try 
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Tus Wonzx, [rifing eagerly.] Welcome, thrice 
| welcome, meſſenger of comfort! 


Zor. I hurried hither I cannot ſpeak ! 
Tu Women. Lives the king? 
.Zor, He does. 


Txz Women. Proceed! proceed! 

Zox. The victory is owing to Rolla alone! 

Taz Women. Bleſſings on — 

Cora, [cagerly. } And Alonzo 

Zon. 12 dle. | 

Tus Women. Away! away! Let us to our 
brethren, to our huſbands ! 

Ton. Hold! they will be here immediately. 

Tns Women. Are they near? 

Zok. Hard at hand. 

ZA. Quick, my ſiſters ! Break boughs from 
yon trees, and weave garlands for the conquerors ! 
Tus Women. Yes, yes! Away, to WEAVE gat 
lands for them. | 

Cora, | mournfully.] No one has ſeen him 1— 
Oh my ſon ! haſt thou till a father * march is 
heard at a diſtance.] 

Za. Hark! they come !—Look, my ſiſters, 
how proudly march the heroes ! Raiſe the children 
in your arms, that they may gaze upon the con» 
uerors, and liſp “ Victory!“ as they advance. 
LA the march comes nearer, the Women burſt into @ 
ſhout of triumpb.] Glory to the Children of the 
Sun! Joy to Rolla, the preſerver ] Bleſſings on 
Actaliba the  preſexyed, our father and our king! 
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victory has already healed it. 
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WY + © $8 bk 
ATALIBA, RoLLA, Waxxtoss; ;—Cora, Sc. 


[7%e Women haſten to receive the Warriors, and crown 
the King and Rol/a.] 


Aral. I thank you, my children. - | 

Zam. Are you not wounded, my King Where 
is the place? Lo! here is balſam.. 

ArAL. Fear not: my wound was flight, the 


Cora, | who bas hurried through the ats, with 


her child in her arms, in ſearch of Alonzo, ' now: haſ- 


tens in deſpair to Rolla.— Where is Alonzo ?— 
[Rolla turns from ber in filence 5 ſbe throws herſelf 
at the King's. feet | Give me my Tr Give 


this babe 4 his father again! 


. ATaL. [diſſembling.|—ls not Alonzo here? 
Con A. Doſt thou expect him? 8 © 4 
Ar AL. [raiſing ber. '—Moſt anxiouſly. 
Cora. Is he not dead? 
Arax. Nat, if the Gods have itened to my 
prayers. 
. Cora. Ataliba, i is he not dead ? { 1 
ATaAL. He lives in my heart. 
Con A. Oh King, thou tortureſt. me cruelly | Is] 


pity no more ſuch doubtful phraſes! Cruſh me 


with a ſingle blow Am! a widow ? Is this child 
an orphan ? 
ATar. Why, deareſt Cora, diminiſh by ſuch 
melancholy ſuſpicions our hopes already too flight? 
Cok A. Slight !—But there is till ſome hope 
then Oh! what hope? Speak, Rolla! You ever 
were a friend of truth; tell me the truth now. 


172 | Rol. LA. 


my 


—— — 
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Rol LA. Alonzo has diſappeared. 

Cora. Diſappeared ?—I underſtand” not that. 
And will not you ſpeak openly? Oh! let not 
your thunderbolt murmur at a diſtance ; let it fall 
upon my head at once! Say not, he has diſap- 
nh 0 he is dead! 

Rot. Then ſhould I ſpeak untruth. 

'Cora. Oh! if it be an untruth, thanks to the 
Gods!—but has no one the mercy to relieve me 
from terrors inſupportable ? Stretch towards them 
your little hands, my poor babe! Haply thy liſp- 
ings may plead better than thy mother's anguiſh, 

Rox. Alonzo is a priſoner. 

Cora. A priſoner ?—Pizarro's ?—Oh! then is 
he dead ! 

ATAL. Not, ſo&—Inftantly ſhall an herald to the 
i ay camp, and offer a princely ranſom for his 
releaſe, 

Cora. A ranſom? - Where are my jewels? 
Tating & caſket from the foot of a ee.) Where is 
the herald ? 

ATAL, Will Cora rob me of the pleaſure of re- 
deeming my friend's life ? 

Cora, Shall her huſbandrneed a ranſom, and 
Cora preſerve more than this garment ? 

TRE Womtn. | Af er whiſpering among them- 
ſelves, each advances with a caſke! Here, deareſt 
Cora, axe our jewels; take them, we give them 
willingly. 

| Cora, {embracing tbem I Oh my friends! 

ATALs [looking io wards Heaven. —I thank ye, 
Gods, that ye gave me for * beings who 
can feel! 

Cora. The firſt word liſped by my child ſhall 
be, Gratitude ! Take them, Ataliba, and dilpatch 
the herald. 


ATAL, 


l 
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Aral. Inſtantly.—[ He delivers the caſket to bis 
attendants.) | 

Cora. I will accompany him myſelf; and whom 
gold fails to bribe, my tears ſhall win. 

Aral. No, Cora; that muſt not be: you 
would but plunge yourſelf and Alonzo into greater 
dangers. Wait with patience till the herald's re- 
turn. 

Cora. Teach me, then, how to exiſt till then 

- ATAL. Let not the mother be quite abſorbed in 
the wife. Will you confide your child to ſtran- 
gers? Or ſhall it become a prey to the barbarous 
Spaniards ? — What you, Cora, you, lovely as you 
are, in the power of yon monſters ? That were to 
riſque your life, your honour, your child's exiſt- 
ence; and, inſtead of reſcuing Rlonzo, your pre- 
ſence would but rivet his chains more firmly. — 
Need I ſpeak plainerꝰ— Stay with us, deareſt Co- 
ra; you are a mother, forget not that! 

Cora, [kifing her child. Iwill not forget it! 

Ar Al. I go to ſacrifice to the Gods my grati- 
tude for my country, my prayers for Alonzo ! 

Cora. Oh! ere you go, give me your royal 
word that Alonzo ſhall be free ere evening! 

Aral. Can I do that? 

Cora. Can you not? His death then Is poſſi- 
ble? And why art thou fo filent, poor orphan-! 
Shriek, ſhriek loudly | Demand of this man thy 
father! *Twas for this man he died! b 

ATAL. Cora, you rend my heart in pieces ! 
Should Alonzo not return, think you my grief 
would be trifling ?—My friend will be loſt to me: 
The wife may find another lover, but where ſhall 


the king find another friend ? 
" IST Krit with Attendants. 


SCENE. 


4 
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SCENE III. 


Cora, Oh! whither ſhall I turn for comfort? | 


My child, my child ! What will become of thee ? 
RoL. ' Nay, deſpair not, Cora ! Truſt in the 


Gods ! 1 
Con. They have abandoned me. 


Rol, They gave Friendſhip the power of outs 


N ing balm in every wound, 
CoA. Not in a wound ſo deep as mine. 


Rot. They planted in the ſoil of Sorrow the 


flower of Hope. 
Cora, My hops i is withered, 
Ror.. Your deſpair tramples on its bloſſoms, 


and grief makes you ungrateful.—What the Gods 


gave you through one miracle, can they through 
another preſerve to you. 


3 But ſhould they got ? Should Alonzo 


Ah! I cannot ſpeak the word! 

Ror. Is then your child fatherleſs while Rolla 
lives ? 

"Cora. And who ſhall replace to him his mo- 
ther ? Or think'ſt thou Cora can ſurvive Alon- 
Zo's loſs ? 

Rol. For her child's ſake ſhe can. 

Cora. Shall it ſuck blood from my boſom ? 
Shall it\ drink nothing but its mother's tears ? 

ROL. The ſoothing hand of time, Ataliba's 
friendſhip, my affection .. 

Con A. Away with your affection, with your 
friendſhip! Offer not the wretch an ear of corn, 
whoſe harveſt the ſtorm = deſtroyed entirely ! 


Rot, - 


_— 
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Rot. Since then you reject me as your own, 
hear at leaſt Alonzo's friend. : 

Cora. Alonzo's ? Oh! who was not Alonzo's 
friend ? 
RoL. When we parted before the battle, his laſt 
words were. - a 

Ras. | UPuddecring, ]—His laſt words Pro- 
ceed 

Ro. They confided to me two precious be- 
queſts ; his laſt bleſſing for his child, his laſt * 
for thee. 

Cora. His wiſh His laſt Name it l ä 
Rol. | co/dly and glaomily.—“ If I fall,” ſaid a. 


and wrung my hand, * be Cora thy wife,” — | 


Cora. Thine | 

Rot. I gave him my word, and we parted. - , 

Cora. Ha !—there Ten in upon mea dread- 
ful light! Alonzo, thou haſt fallen the victim of 
thy own guileleſs heart Oh hadſt thou but 
beth filent ! Hadſt thou not bequeathed this fatal 


beauty to an impatient heirs haply ** this mo- 


ment. eee 

Rol. Cora, what dreadful ſuſpicions, afſail your 
mind ? 

Cora. Tis clear! 'tis clear !—You fone tad 
where death was inevitable; his courage was the 
willing dupe of your artifice ; he went, he flew, he 
threw himſelf upon the points of the Spaniſh 
ſwords !—You looked on from a diſtance—looked 
on, and ſmiled ! 

Rol. [ petrified with aftaniſhment. ]—Cora | 

Cora. Confeſs it, you could have ſaved hin; 
but then did his fatal legacy float before ou 


eyes! He fell: you turned your eyes away 


RoL., Sun, mult I ſurvive this? 


9 Cora, 


nen =. 


Cora. So that you murdered him not yourſelf, 
how, can the wretched widow blame you ? The | 
hand which you reach her, ſtreams not with her 
huſband's blood; you did but look on. | of 
Rol. This is too much a N 1 
Cora. And this laſt re queſt . Who nere 
that it ever paſſed Alonzo s lips in dead can 
not contradict. 
Rox, Cora, here is my loud kill me 
Cora. What! Will you not live for love? for 
a love, whoſe flowers muſt ſpring from your friend's 
grave ?—But you, who could ſo well remember ; 
Alonzo's words, now hear mine: Sooner ſhall my q 
ſon draw poiſon from my boſom, than I call you 0 . 0 
huſband, than he call you father! | 
| | 
\ 


Ro. Term me then your friend, your protec- 
Tor- 
f. Cong. Away ! I know no protection but Hea- 
1 ven's! With my child in my arms will I wander 
through the field of battle, examine every mangled 
corſe, and ſeek in every face, diſtorted by dying 
*agonies, the ſweet ſmile of my Alonzo! I will 
ſhriek his name till the veins burſt in my boſom, 
and if there glimmers in him one ſpark of life he 
will hear me, and, in pity, once more uncloſe his 
eyes to the ſun's light. But if I find him not, then, 
my boy, will we to the enemy Spaniards are men, 
and your ſmile ſhall win me a paſſage through a 
thouſand: ſwords! Who will impede a mother 
ſeeking her huſband ? Who will daſh from him an 
innocent child, who cries and weeps for his father? 
Come, my boy ; go where we may, there is for us 
no danger! A child at his mother's breaſt is ſafe 
all over the world ! Come, come my boy, we will 
to ſeek thy father [Exit, 


SIT H 2 SCENE 
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SCENE iv. 


Rol LA, [alone.]|— _ 


He ſtands for ſome time with his eyes rooted on the, 
ground. At length bis feelings overpower him, and be 
exclaims with violent emotion.] — That to me! ¶ He 
relates into fullen filence : At length be rouſes himſelf, 
and ſermy to take a ftrong reſolution.) — Cora, I will 
compel you to eſteem me : [ Exit, 


SCENE V.—P1zarRo's Tent. 


PrzARRo, [alone.] 


Fortune, thou harlot, boys alone win thy favour ; 
the man's kiſs is not ſoft enough to pleaſe thee ! 
Whoſe cheek is ſmooth, and chin is beardlefs, him 
thou canſt flatter and careſs. ' But when the man's 
brow wears the furrows of wiſdom, ever to him 
doſt thou turn thy back. Painted monſter, now 
roll thy thunder-bolts ! Loud let them roll over 
my blaſted corſe; but firſt grant me vengeance! 
vengeance upon Alonzo! Smile on me but once 
N and let that ſmile be the ſignal of Alonzo's 


SCENE VI. 


* © 
ELvika, P1ZARRO. 


Piz. Ha! Who approaches? Who dares diſ- 
turb my privacy? Where is the ſentinel ? | 
ELV. Oh! your ſentinel has done all that be- 
came a ſoldier.— Who is there?“ “ *Tis I, El- 
vir. You muſt not enter.“ Wherefore? - 

“* Pizarro 


A TRAGEDY. - 


* Pizarro has forbidden it; he wiſhes to be alone.” 
Then did his ſterſ eye meet one ſoft glance from 

mine, the halberr ſank, and I paſſed onwards. 
PZ. And now what wouldſt thou? 

ELv. See how an hero bears a reverſe of for- 
tune. 

Piz. Saw'ſt thou me nqt with my routed forces, 
when this arm ſtruck the flying cowards to the 
ground ? Saw'ſt thou me not with my vanquiſhed 
troops, where, among a thouſand bending heads, 
my head alone raiſed itſelf bigh, and defied the 
malice of fate ? 

El v. I did; but to know the hero truly, I muſt 
ſee him inthe ſolitude of his tent. To be great be- 
fore the world, is not always to be great before 
one's ſelf. Many there are who tremble in the ſi- 
lence of night, yet, in the preſence of thouſands, 
gaze upon death undaunted. 

Piz. Well, and thou ſee'ſt me here. Am I 
changed by ſorrow ? See'ſt thou the trace of one 
fruitleſs tear? 

Ex v. A tear? — Oh, ſhame thee! None but 
monks and women weep ; but thou art angry, and 
that is ill. 

Piz. How ſhould I be a > Should I command 
rejoicings becauſe the enemy's ſword has mowed 
down the flower of my army? 

Ex v. Cool and ſilent ſhouldft thou be as night 
when the ſtorm has ſpent its rage : Cool and filent 
ſhouldſt thou be as the grave on that evening 
yu» precedes the day of judgment. The morn- 

breaks, and, endowed with new vigour, and 
. — by a new ſun, forth comes the hero. 
Piz. Woman! woman !|—Oh, why were not all 
my men, this day, women like thee ! | 
ELv. Had they been ſo, this day _ — 
an 
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hand have crowned thee king of Quito. But mark 
me, Pizarro, ſtill ſtand we on the bank; the ſcep- 
tre, which ſwims before us in a ſtream of blood, is 
ſtill in our fight ; ; ſummon freſh ſtrength, and 
ſpring once more into the river. 

Piz. Oh Elvira! faint -gleams my hope while 
an Alonzo, this ſcourge of my exiſtence, heady the 

oe 

ELV. Ha! I had forgotten: Alonzo is made 
priſoner. 

Piz. Say'ſt thou? ä 

Exv. Even now was he . through the. 
camp in triumph. 

P1z. [embracing ber. Woman, what glorious 
tidings haſt thou brought me !—Alonzo my pri- 
ſoner Now then am I the conqueror : 'Tis the 
enemy who has had the worſt, 

ELv. Now, by my life, you make me curious 
to ſee the man, at whoſe name Pizarro trem- 
bled! 

PIZz. Where is he — 1 waits? [ Soldier 
enters. Conduct the captive Spaniard hither im- 
mediately. [ Extt Soldier, 

ELv. What will you do with him? 

Piz. He (hall die, the traitor !—Tortures that 
laſt for hours, for days. 

El. v. Oh! huſh for ſhame !—\V hat then will be 
ſaid of thee hereafter : Pizarro could not W e 
till Alonzo was dead. 

Paz. | care not. 

El v. Diſgraceful phraſe in the mouth of an 
hero — Pizarro, if not always generous, at leaſt be 
always great. | 

Piz. And What would you I ſhould do? 

ELV. Give him a ſword, and dare him to com- 


bat. 
P IZ. 


\ 
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P1z. He has betrayed his country, perhaps his 
God: Such a death were too glorious for the trai- 

ELv. Act as you judge moſt fitting; but if you 
murder him, remember that Elvira is loſt to you 
for ever. 
Pz. And why are you thus intereſted for an un- 
known? What is he to you? | 

ELv. He is nothing; but your renown is every 
' * thing, Think you 'tis Pizarro whom I love? No, 
*ris his glory ! © 

Piz. Away with glory! 'Tis for revenge my 
heart now pants: I have ſwore to gratify that re- 
venge ; and I am a. Spaniard, 


SCENE VII. 
ALoxzo [in Chains. ]—ELvina—PIZARRO. 


[Elvira examines Alonzo with mingled admiration 
and curioſity.) 


P1z:; So, you are welcome, Don Alonzo ! Tis 
long ſince we met. 
Aro. And yet we meet too ſoon —— 
. Piz. You are married, as I hear, and already a 
father ? 
Alo. Are you vexed that you cannot murder 
the child in his mother's womb ? 
Pz. ¶ bis eyes flaming with rage, | — Boy 
ELv. You have but your deſerts; why did you 
mock him? | 
- Piz. And why are you his advocate? 
Ex v. *Tis mean to deride a fallen enemy. 
P1z. Retire! 
El v. I will not. | 
' 4 Piz, 
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Piz. Muſt I uſe force? | | 
Ex v. [drawing @ dagger. ]—Force © | 
ALox. Generous youth, who are you ? Never 
did we meet before. 
ELv. If my ſoul be generous, heed not wy 
name. 
- ALox. . Compromiſe not yourſelf : to plead for 
me to Pizarro, is to bid the tiger reſign his prey. 
Prz. That tiger is Juſtice. 
Alox. Pronounced by. your lips, her name i is 
profaned. 
P1z. You have betrayed your country ! | 
Alox. Was I then born among robbers ? 
Piz. Thou apoſtate from God and religion? 
Alox. Iam none. 
Piz. Thy wife is a Pagan! 
Alox. God ſees the heart, and judges. 
Piz. And rewards, as we deſerve. 
ALov. That does he, but *tis yonder ! 
Piz. Thy moments are numbered; uſe them to 
deſend thyſelf, if defend thyſelf thou can'ſt. 8 
Axrox. Where are my Judges ? 
\P1z. Doſt thou aſk ? | 
ALox. Art thou deſpotic here, then ? 
PIZ. Mean'ſt thou to appeal to the aſſembled 
chieftains ? | 
ALon, Yes, if Las Caſas be among them; elſe 
1 may ſpare my words. 

Piz. Strange that the raſhneſs of one man 
ſhould lean ſo willingly on the folly of another! 

ALown. Oh! If what I love in Las Caſas be fol- 
ly, never may I know what wiſdom is! Grant me, 
Almighty, grant me but to die in the r of Las 
Caſas! 

Piz. You are nearer the goal of your wiſhes 
than you imagine. 
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Aron. Hope you by this to intimidate me? 
. 'Verg fur Lav" 'Caſas in W places, what 


- would'fichou fapits him) 


Alox. What ?--1 would lead him ehtoogh the 
fields of Quito ; ther? would I ſay . Loh how all 
here blooms and profpers ; bew in d55''place- the 
-ſhapes its (courſe through lands till 


wor Lock, - Kow content ſmiles upon every 
check, while Joſtice and humanity extirpate every 
darbaypcs law 1 chat is my work. Look, how al- 
ready this man and that man raiſe their eyes full of 
edorwion; pure and ſublime, in gratitude to the 
only c Bod f tar is my work. — And then 
would Las Caſas claſp me in his arms, and a tear 


of ehthuſiaſm moſt oft moſt ſad, moſt ſweet, 
would ſhed on me the good man's bleffing Now 


doſt thbu-conip ahead, that one may look on death, 


Pr. Thon in art, what thou ever wert, a wild 
enthufiaſt! ! 

Aton. Ah! mould this enthuſiaſm ever leave 
the, I ſhould deſerve--- yo be called Pizarro's 


| friend ! | 146 2 - 


Piz. Tis well, inſolent af But remember, 
_ fit not. bare to/counſely here men meet to 


"know ' poll: your manlineſs, and am 


87 its eff 
*. 12. . 15 — — = N ng hours which 
are 1 v. 9 c pur- 
— 5 1 prepare y 
Alox. I am alread 
Piz. Has 2 aſm then 2 led your wiſe 
aud child from your 9 — 7 


now uncultivated, while yonder a plenteous erop 
ripens to reward the peaſant's labour ! rha# is my 
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Aton. There is a God 1. ln ,vorA 
PIz. I viſh you joy of your gra hearing Co, 
and to prayers | Tame firſt bon dem is the 


herald-of your death. -i S ab 
Aon. Tour ven eance is expeditious } I bann 

you, that it is ſo. Going . —— Q bas old 9397 
Exv. Stay, Alonzo Hane, this woah wg 

pot die. (44 * tp . 10 ve.” 
Piz. Are you diſtracted? 5 % 0 


Ev. I expect not from you vi 


ſity; I bid you but obey, the laws pe on gene Un- 


bind his chains, give him a ſword, and e 


bravely: if you do not this, I deſpiſe you! +51 


„ PIE. Give him a {word ?—What} that be may 
again crimſon it with. the blood of his Waldes 
Aox. Robbers are not my brethre. j. 

Piz. Doſt thou hear bim Away, Alonzo1-you 
know your doom. „ ui bl 


Alox. I know it, and deſpiſe Md thank ; 
you, ' generous youth! But why do I find you | 


among theſe wretches? Haſte you to thoſe;; who 
here are termed barbarians ; with chem will you 


find your Ml a * Lol ! Ak u [Exit, 
0 ele} 3 oh 
5 0 E N E vm. 2 yh 
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\Pizanno, nem. bend 


Piz. Right! Mock on, and 
flames of my vengeance! Las pol theſe ue 
the fruits of thy ſpecious doct tines! 
ELv. This Alonzo excites my admiration, | mY 
Piz. In a few hours thou ſhalt ſay he dex 
cite it. | 
Ev. Mean you that he muſt die? 
Pa. As ſurely as the ſun muſt ſer, 
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Nd. And in whar manner? 4 
i. Even how do 1 — how w many OY 
ments can be crowded into the ſpace of an hour. 
Ev. I kao one torment, which — 
- tured eternal pain, the torturer eternal N 74 


Pint Aud Dee E . v. 4 

''Egv. Generoſiry undeſerved. | 4 
Ft. L underſtand you not. n ©). Ofs lie; 

„Eav. »Pardow Alonzo o 7 
Piz. Dareſt thou a ſecond time-- aud; 55 


Et v. A thouſand times ! Bleſs me, * in 
_ I've thee from Poſterity's curſe ; that, When ſhe 

reads thy(aftifhs}>I teach her to ſay, He invade» 
Wu u force an unknown world, he 
was bold Fhe v ed the. king of x mighty ems. 
pize he was fucceſ#H” he forgave: = fallen ene · 
my, he was great!! I? 

Piz. ( ſcoffing.} And then will — ldering 
— rattle 0 in _ have” 
Ev 1 ubs, as thou doſt, tine renown "is 
a bubble, and the hero a child; yet tis that play- 

thing which makes, of a Laus Aa y jul re 
rr. And ſhould I ſatisfy my revenge, 
what then would be ſaid of me?? 

ELv. He plunged his dagger in the undrried 
Captive's heart; he was a common mann: 

. Prz., [ ſmiling: bigterly. ee men -have 
ſometimes-done little ules ſcrupled 
nut do cruſh the ſnake, or Apollo to flay the ſatyr. 

Ev. The fatyr deſerved it; hut alas, in this 
caſe, the ſatyr plays better than the god! = 

PZ. re hear no more! 

E v. Nor will I longer labour to plant cedars 
in a ſwamp. Away with theſe idle fancies, glory 
* „ j 4 8 ſmoke, a lirtle Lame, _ 
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_ warms nor ſatisfies 3 but; now; lerne ſpeak 
8 Your Intereſt, Pigartd ! Ne 
if, by a little} cheap! 2 we gait a point 
which elſe at odd OY to purthaſes. 
Piz. Say an. „ „ere 1101939 7. 
Ev. Alonzo will and hk atteſt theerub of 
Las Caſas leſſons, either by an heroic death, whith 
will do to us little good or by an herolc. folly, 
whoſe advantage will be to us eſſential: the che 
1 Lesen 4 Nl 919 
2. On nel: Hoe * A 
Exv. Weminſt entangle due xnthukaſt in he ub 
of his own'yifiogs. That ſifange/thuty which men 
term exaked virtue, is his ideſ r Go then torhien z/ 
. to hin Alonzo, thou has injured me l I for», 
ive thee.;: chau art free l“ What follows? The; 
y throws himſelf on thy neck; and in gratitude 
guides thee to the throne of Mito. 
| Pz. Thiak'ſt thou fo? 1 doubt it. 9: 7316's 74 
Ex. Is the taſk too difficult for thee? I wi 7 yy 
tee. What/cafier than love, makes the enthuſiaſt 
a Demon or a God? ] am fair, and know well how 
to wind. myieif round a man's heart. Thou 
know 'ſt, Parrot: thouſands ar thay en ; 
the hero obeys me, the woman. | 
Fr. [ Hrnfal h ber Indecd 7 ee 5 
El v. Nay,..ci{pute not; 2 is precio, I 
haſten ta Abnzo: Already, as ) baye 1 
an iatereſt in his — bus when 1 — 
him as.a woman, wben his hand is preſſed 
by mine, and my eyes aye raiſed to his in ſuppli- 
cation, while virtue. and morality ſpeak wrlodi- 
ouſly. wb my lips, think yu he can _ reſiſt 
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Ev. Thank me fot my; friendly of, 15 I 
a withdraw i l ih 20 
Piz. Withdraw it when thou vile formy mne 
56 raked: «; il 40 9 | 
—Exy- Muſt then Alonto dic? Ki. 188 fy 
Pia. He muſt. ly 
uv. Even though his death ſhould divide thee 
om Elvira for ever ? 
Piz. Even then. 


8 


thor; be fled to the 2 . ene tar 
like Alonzo? 0 


' Bog.” and dungeons, ſhall provenc thy 


in 


LV, No 4 or ag can bind A who with- 
one Las Cafas* ieffons has learnt to deſpiſe death. 
Pit. And if nought * reſtram thee, death 


Exv. Cadel] That to me, Pizarro? Then | 


rhou lovelt me no more. 

Piz. Away ! Thou can'ſt not make of the ge 
| eral an Arcadian ſhepherd ! 

ELv. Ungrateful! Was it — this that 1 ſacri- 
ficed, to follow thee, my parent country. and 
my fame? that I feared not to pen in n 
— iſhed in thy arms? 

PE. 1 bave 1 * repaid thee bike for like ? 
Of what: doſt thou complain? 1 
m power, my bonours, and my joys 
Ar. Forget not too, that I have ſhared: thy 


dangers. Wo on this dreadful-day ſtood neareſt 


thee in the battte's tumult ? Whoſe boſom, unuſed 
to armour, was placed before thine as a ſhield ? 
Pig, Elvna, thou loveft as a woman, and art 

brave as a*man; for which there belongs to thee, 


fn and half our — 
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Ev. Then be my ſhare Alonzo. // 1! i 1 
Piz. 1 _ Alonzo for my own. . {tis 
Ev. ¶ ſoathingy. What even though 1 odd 
ntl ? Should for him — 4 
Elvira hy wk earneſt? B Then 11 could 
almoſt think the boy's n. have he- 


5 witched thee ! 5 4 0 


Exv. [| eagerly. ]—No, o on my 1 wort As yet L lgve- 
none but you: but ſhow yourſelf worthy of that 
love ! Accident may wreſt from you the conqueſt - 


over your foes : conquer - yourſelf, Narro: and 


then is your defeat indeed a glomious victoty l 
then are you again an hero, and none bot an wy 


deſerves Eivira's'love. . 


Piz. You ſpeak in vain} Beware, — 
Elvira! Let not ſuſpicion ſtrike her fangs ioto 
my heart! You know the Spaniſh Nr Tor 
Pizarrol _ 

ELv. Yes I 1 bim Know kim le r 
affection, more jealous of renown. Pizarro, thou 


vilt not break e N chain wien binds SQ 0 


Elvata,” 33 Cage! ; ; 
PZ. No * Every vord wonder. mage 


| 1 his offence! 5 


ELv. Then be that chain- oor broken! Go, au 
prepare thine axe for the captive's neck, whole'fet- 
ders alone guarunty! thy exiſtence- Willingly has 
Elvira, after: every combat, wiped blood and duſt 
from' the brow of her hero; but never ſhall her 
hand wipe duſt from the brow of a coward, but 
never ſhall her hand ipe blood from the brow of 
an aſſaſſin. The arm, which ſtabs a defenceleſs 
enemy, ſhould never claſp a noble - minded wo- 
man; the lips, which in cold blood ſpeak a death 
ſentence, ſhall never more reſt upon mine? QhJ 


d | 0 I know 


| 8 
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I know well how ſweet is vengeance, taken on a 
mighty foe ; but when he ſinks, vengeance ſhould 
vaniſh, Who feels otherwiſe, I pity ! who acts 
- otherwiſe, I dei! 4... 
Piz. [br d pauſe, during which be eyes ler witb 
4 contemptuous ſmile.— Thou art a woman! | Exit. 


SCENE IX. 
'' * Exvina [olone.]-. 


Ev. Kriow!ſt thou that, and doſt not trembleꝰ 
Know'ſt, that 1 hate, vehemently as I love and 
doſt not tremble ? Tis well! Thou, who ſawꝰſt 
unmoved the war of elements, the rage of battle, 
tremble now, for a woman hath vowed thy de- 
ſtruction. Alonzo ſhall live Elvira ſhall love 
Him !—Not for that the bloom of youth, and his 
form's fair proportions have for my eyes the charms 
of novelty :* no, tis that I find the idol, whom I 
worſhipped 'in Pizarro, 1s but a periſhable ſoul- 
leſs image; tis that I find that, which far off I 
thought a marble temple, is when near but the 
varmſhed fabric of a juggler, —Ha 1 Pizarro, 1 
- gould have pardoned thee, hadſt thou been faith- 
leſs to obtain a throne; but thou art cowardly, 
and mean and thou haſt loſt Elvira for ever! 


[ Exit. 
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END the THIRD ACT. 
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— death. Thus lie the Greeky and 
Romans; heathens, but philoſophers. Bluſh, 
hen, Chriſtian, bluſh! thou trembleſt What they 
ut fancied thou knoweſt, the exi of a better 
world, and yet you trembleſtl—Is it that youth 
Arives againſt an early death with ſtronger muſcles ? 
What is an early death? Alonzo ſhould not reckon 

bis life by years, but by the moments he has 
with Cora !—Cora?- Ah! there rattled the roſ 
chain which binds me irreſiſtibl K to the wor 
My wife! my child! The one holds. me by the 
tear of affection, the other by 1. ſmile of —— 
cence ! Cato, thou ſurely never lovedſt thy wife 
Seneca, ſurely thou never wert a father | a ps does 
the voice of Nature ſay to me, Live!“ 
echoes back my heart that voice Can that wa 
2 race the man, or hero? It cangot! Lord of my 
eſtiny, that life which thou gaveſt me, is ſweet : 
Gia of life, I pray co live! 


SCENE II. 
Alon, GASP EA, {with a baſtet, wine, &c. 


' Gas. Look, Alonzo, I bring you food and wine | 
Take courage, drink ! 
ALon, Who art thou? 


"Gas. 


* 
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Gas. Lam a ppointed to und this tent. 
Alon. Owe 1 this refreſhment to your com- 
on ? 
Gas. No! I feel for you fram my ſoul, but 
cannot aſſiſt you—l am too poor. 
Atox. From whom then had you this wine ? 
48. — who gan give fwecrer things than 
oy — [ft Donna Elvira. 
Are. Aas ſhe d . 80 
G48. Have you hot heard 0 her be gene: 
ar mictreß. 
Aton. is miſtreſs 419 this Writs * 
wl. a d 2g 160. il , 
Gas. Sent this wine. 
Alox. Does ſhe know me ? 4 


Gas. I think not. 4 
Arox. Go then, and thank her from me. 
Gas. Gd. 


Aron. The wing, thou may take back Vn. 
Gas. Will you not taſte it, then? 
Aron. For many years I have drank po ide. 


GA. But you need it now to (keep vp your 


 courpge,. 


teſt 7 could weep for you = it were not a fin! 


Alon... My good fellow, 1 ity the * 
whoſe he muſt be borrowed 1 2 yon flaſk. 

Gas. Aye, Ys fine talkin bg but the fumes of 
wine get into the * and blunt the ſting of 
one's ſorr op. 

Alox. Leave me; death is not a ſpectte, at 
whoſe approach I hide my face in the pillow, 


Drink the wine thyſelf ; tis a cold night, and this 


Alaſk will do thee good. 

Gas. Nay, with all my heart; juſt as you. will, 
Truſt me you are a brave knight, and it's a pity 
that you ſhould be an heretic ! Dear, dear | I proc 


[ Exit. 
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en t Aro [alone]. * 20 
Wt 01 1. 4 THT 
Arox. Alas! poor. fellow, th how hnow!h not 
what thou-ſay'ft,. GX, e plagyed far he 
Spaniards the vine, , for.;the,Peruyians the patanas 
Thy floods bathe LANG the,' ay. ich care 
*. ed by the Pyrenees, or ,which border the 
foot of the Cordilleras. Thou haſt made the Nele 
on, our, Alzars the An mh e s l 43 
ſmil'ſt upon the Sun, which hangs on the 0 
boſom, Sl ath 1158.24) 
' 044 
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nerous youth, who dared r 8 5 ae 
the tyfant Pato pie death 


Thie itt 115 is eng Gabe t pon my Nato 
El v, Alonzo, 5 Gal e ef 1 r tov. — 


to me. A $:i'y Jil! fs 39 S 
Arox. To feel intereſted f for an un thnats 18 
noble, but dangerqus. Thboy wouJdfſt not unfold 


to me thy name Bfore':, tell me 2 'tboy 


art; who ſeem'ſt an'tagle among en Wor | Ne a9 
El v. Gueſs you. 132 oho En A pris 1 


Arb. How -houl dl Ph 
Erv., Where bas Sc 2 ie ſhrine than 


in ws my of. : a woman 1 Who but. a woman, 
chuld 
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eould · dare to ſtep between a tyrant and his wrath, 
and dare it with impunity ? | 
Aton. Amatenient A woman dens Perhaps 
Elvira? 

ELv. A name feems-to have grear weight with 
thee: yes, I am 4. |=: 

Aon. This vifit- . at ſuch an hour. —.— 
Ev. They heed: ot hours, who go to ſuceour 
the oppreſſed. 

Aton. This hour is the laſt of my exiſtence | 

Ev. It ſhall not be! 

Aro. Pizarro hath ſworn my death. 

ELv. And I thy preſer vation. 

Alox. I thank thy yu will ; but [ at pre- 
pared ad die: 
Evy. Still 4 and Spain at every third word 
Art thou one of thoſe ſtrange beings who ſear them- 


ſelves calmly on the brink-of the grave, -that they . 


may contemplate the abyſs's depth at their eaſe ? - 


Alox. No; bot what [ cannot avoid, I know, 


how, 0 endure, - 7. LR 
Ev. Art el. content to die, Albans? 
Alox. Were I to anſwer, Yes, ſhould deceive 
myſelf and thee, _ .- 
ELv. Away then! Fly! | 
. Apo. What mean you? Surely: you zeſt with 


fv. Then mould I chooſe my time admirably [ 

Alox. Theſe chains. my guards. 

Ev. To looſen chains, and deceive ſentinels, is 
mere ſport to love. aff 

Aron. To love! 


EL v. Call it how thou wilt; I never heeded W 


give my feelings their proper names. I ſaw thee 


ſtand in chains before Pizarro: I heard thee ſpeak 
like an ancient Roman. In that moment dropped 
xy | the 
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dropped the fetters from thy hand, and they fel! 

„upon my heart! I felt, chat F muſt ſave thee 4 
gind to decide and to act with me know no col 
interval: I felt, and haſtened to my work. 

Alox. You will ſave me? AE, 

ELv. I thee, thou me! Thou ſhalt die" me 
from the whirlpool, where all our ſtriving for glory 
ferves but to produce a foam of blood; thou ſhalt 
bear me from a path, where avarice. blaſts every 
lautel. Mine is no common ſoul, Alonzo : I will 
not love, that, while I fit ſpinning in the circle of 
my children, I may relate to them fairy tales: no, 
with the deeds of my lover ſhalt my lips overflow— 

{Fl ren, on that 
ſtatue; that was raiſed in your father's honour. 
Hark to that ſhout of admiration l it burſts in 
your father's praiſe. Give your little hands in 
amity to yon pardoned foe; twice has he been con- 
quered, firſt by the valour of your father's arm, 
then by the generoſity of your father's heart. — 
Oh happy is the woman who can ſpeak thus, who. 
can boaſt that her love is no — weakneſs! 
 Y outh, if thus eee if thou wilt thus make 
me forget the curſe of being born a woman, give 
me thy hand, and I fave thee! 

Alon. If- I underſtand you right, fair ſtranger, 
you reckon upon that gratitude | which no longer 
is in my power to beſtow: I bave-a wife. 

FLv. An heathen ! 

Alox. I have a wiſe, and Love fanftions. under , 


every ſky the bond of marriage. 


ELv. Repays thy wife with dqual love thy af- 


fe&ion ? 


Aton. With equal love 2—Donas Elvira, ſinee 
ſhe aſks that queſtion; muſt know little of aye lex, 
ever extreme 1a love. and hate. 25 | 

| v. 


* 


4 40 Db 6 
— Kar. FIR! wilt thou make of her a widow ? 


| God! 
ELv. So ſpeak 


s every one who dates not aflit 


Wo himſelf, Haſt thou children ? | 
ALon. But one, the pledge of an affeQtion moſt . 


ure and fervent. 

ELV. Wilt thou make of bim an n 

Alox. Oh! my Fernando! [ 

ELyv. Ill becomes it the hero to lament, when 
he ſhould act firmly. Hear me! If thou art every 
thing to thy wife, if ſhe thinks thy life purchaſed 
at any price not too dear, wilfully will ſhe facrifice 
her rights, and refign the PREIng to his pre- 
ſerver. 

Axon. That would ſhe |! 

ELv. Why then heſitate ? 

Aro. Elvira, the death of a moment will looſen 
my chains, but the death of years only could end 
her forrows. When ſhe ſa me in your arms, ſhe 
would ſtrive to reſtrain her tears, while I ſhould: 
ſob aloud on your boſom. Lovers can ſacrifice every 
thing, their love excepted] ; lovers never need any 


thing, except their love. I am every thing co my 
wife; ſhe is more to me than my exiſtence. The 
Spaniards came hither in ſearch of treaſures ; I have 


found the moſt precious, a noble wite ! And (hall 
I now purchaſe with that treaſure a wretched life, 
which without her is without value ?—Ob Cora! 
in thy arms I thought life a bleſſing; for no arms 
will I exchange them, ſave thole of death. Leave 
me, Segnora; if thou balt no other means to {ave 
me, accept my thanks - but leave me. 
Fr. Ha! eis thus you p 
enjoy the proud perſuaſion, Mr, were your heart 


{ill free, you would think me worthy of it. Me- 
thinks 


4 


ALON, My fate and hers are in the hands of 


me beſt! Let me 


* 
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thinks I envy thy happy wife; but away with the 
ungenerous feeling! efface it, Elvira, by a diſin- 
tereſted action Hear me, youth: Take this dag- 
ger, and follow me; I will guide you where Pizarro 
lies ſleeping: Then plunge your weapon in his 


haughty heart ! Terror will ſpread her wings over 


the whole camp; and in the firſt moment of con- 
fuſion, at the firſt ſhriek of murder, while all are 
hurrying they know not whither or for what, I fly 
with thee to the Peruvians. There ſhall I feel thy 


wife's grateful tears upon my cheek ; there ſhall I 


hear the ſoft liſping of your child; and all my am- 
bitious plans will be forgotten. A 
Aron. How ?—Maurder Pizarro fleeping ? 
Ev. Thy bittereſt foe. ; oP 
ALov. I would ſpare the arch-fiend, were he 
aſleep. Ned | 
ELuv. Alonzo, I hate this Pizarro for his trea- 


chery to me, and deſpiſe him for his baſeneſs in 


trampling on a fallen enemy. Be generous only 


with the generous; treat the miſcreant as he treats 


others. Free the earth from a monſter, whom the 
old world has ſent forth to torment the new : thy 
adopted country will reſound with grateful ſhouts: 
to her preſerver, and thy reward be glorious re- 


poſe in the boſom of thy family. Now, then, de- 


termine! N 
Alox. I am determined. 
Ev. Follow me, then ! 5 


Aro. I cannot. Seek for ſome other inſtrument 


of revenge. There was a time when this Pizarro 


loved me, when he ſhared with me every glorious. 


danger of the fight, every luxury of his table. A: 


thoufand times have I flept by his fide ſecurely; - 


ELv: 


and this man ſhall 1 Murder in bis ſleep? 


a owed ew» AS A ws 
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Ev. Has he not broken every chain which 


bound you to him ? . ARID 
Aro. To break every one lies not in his power; 
the chain of graticude binds me ſtill. 


Ev. Thou wild enthuſiaſt - But I leave-thee ! 
Solitude will rouſe thy lumbering prudence; and 
as death approaches, thy brain will become tem- 
perate, Know, thy friends have offered for thee 
a mighty ranſom; Pizarro has refuſed it. My pro- 
poſal alone can ſave thee! . a 
ALox. Then muſt my ſoul be prepared for death. 
'Exv. Lo where the firſt blulh of ce 


reddens in the eaſt ! 'tis the herald of approachi 
death. The moments fly ſwiftly ; but few are ſtill 
thine, and opportunity, once paſſed by, returns no 
more !—l leave thee to reflection. In a quarter of an 
hour come l hither again, to receive your laſt reſohu- 
tion. Farewell, Alonzo ! | [Exit, 


* 
SCENE Vu. 
*  ArLonz0 alone.] 


Spare thyſelf the trouble | thy entreaties muſt be 
vain, Death is a bitter medicine ; but vicious life 
is a ſweet poiſon. To heaven I recommend my wife 
to heaven and Rolla! May yon mountains, the 
abode of peace and innocence, yield them a ſafe 
retreat ! and may my poor child never know that 
his father was one of thoſe whom his countrymen 
muſt curſe! Jehovah ! or Sun | ¶ How I term thee 
matters not |—preſerve to my dear ones health and 
pure hearts: all elſe is vanity !—| Looking w— 
The breaking day faintly illumines yon blue hills: 
an hour is yet my own, I will try to fleep, and 
defraud the fear of death of its rights. Purity of 

7 


conſcience, 
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conſcience, now bid ſlumber fit heavy on thy 
friend's eyes |—{ Returning into the ' tent. . My 
ſtrength is quite exhauſted !—Paintneſs weighs 
down my lids—Oh welcome, gentle leep? come, 


and prepare me to meet thy brother (ech. 


1 J —— »% J. 


SCENE VL "Y r 

| "RP Ger to. h wafer 
Gas. [ Enters, looks into the tent, }—Good | He 
fleeps ! Heaven comfort him! ¶ Going, be + meets: 


Rola in a Mont s habit, and ſtops him ro comes 
there? Speak ! Who art. thou? 
Roz. A Benedictine Friar. 
Gas. What wouldſt thou, reverend Faber 5 
Roz. Tell me, friend, where is dbe — 
Spaniard, Alongo, guarded ? | 
Gas, In this tent. 
Rol. Here? I would ſee bin. 
Gas. Back you mult not enter. 
Rol. Surely, his friend. 
648. Not, though you were his brother, 
"Rot, What fate awaits him? ' © 
Gas. He dies at ſun-riſe 01H 
Roz. Ha! then am I but juſt in time, 25 
" Gas, Aye, to witneſs his death. © + 
© Rot, Friend, I muſt ſpea i 
48. Back, | ſay! | | | 
| Rox, Is he alone? N 
- Gas, He is. Aan 
Kol. NN enn 
Gas. Impoſſible ! My orders are too trick 
Rot. [drawing from bis boſom the diamond Ru 
which the ki £ gave eb —Look on theſe btilliams !! 
4 N 84 
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648. How they ſpar —_ 
Rot. Let me but ſee Alonzo, and they! are 


thine. 


n Hope you 0 babe me ?—Monk, I am an 


Rob. un dn good deed. 
| Gas. Back ! Back | I muſt 90 my duty. 

Rot. Art thou married? _ 

Gas. Aye. 

Ro.. Haſt thou children ? 

Gas. F our boys. 

Rot. Where are they? 

Gas, [Softening] Far, from me, in my own 
country, 

Rox, And your wife, your children, do you 


| * them? 


Lr. be with emotion] Do I? Oh! my God! | 
ay, then, thou ſhould'ſt die in a foreign 


as. Then will my comradef Uar to them my 
laſt eee and my bleſſing. 

Roz. And muſt. not that man's heart be ſtone, 
who tefuſed thy comrades the * of thee for a 
moment? 

Gas, Say you? 

Rot. Alonzo has a wife, has an infant, Thoſe 
2 have ſent me hither, to receive for them 

and his 1 71 
Wy 144 145 ter a efſes Rolla's band, and 


Points. to ihe tent. im, then! [ Exit. 


Ror. Oh Holy ler thou never haſt failed 


me yet Alonzo, where art thou? There lies he 
buried in ſleep.— Alonzol— Awake, Alonzo ! 


Aten. | farting from Is it the dk 
Lead on! I am ready. Ay} 


* Take courage | | 


* 


2 3 8 . 
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diſguiſe; take it—and fly! 


and away! 8 


Rox. IT hall not periſh'; tis Alonzo Whom they 


1 *r 
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Alox. Ha! That voice 
"Aion, [embracing bim.] Rolla ! Is Bot this 2 
dream ?—How. haſt thou gained entrance? *'* 
Rol, This is no time for'queſtions—[Throwing 
off bis babit]— The corſe of a Monk, who pe- 
riſhed in yeſterday's action, furniſhed me wittthis 


* 


* 


4 


Alo. And leave you to periſhꝰ Rather would 
I ſuffer myſelf a ſecond death ane 


hate, nat Rolla.— Twill be a ſhort confinement 

no more from which thy valdur will ſoon free me. 
Alox. Oh! little doſt thou know Pizarro's 

ſullen ſoul ! His grey will be loſt through thee, and 


thou muſt fall the victim of his vengeance. ' * 


| Rot, N ot ſo, not ſo -A powerful rapſom | 
Alox. He is ſtill greedier of blood than gold. 
Rot. Be it fo; yet, what matters it to me Fam 
alone in the world, an iſolated being for whoty no 
one cares, a ſolitary bramble planted in a ſandy 
deſert: . hew it down, none will mifs it: caſt it 
into the fire, too happy if its flames give warmth to 
two virtuous beings. But, on the other fide, Alonzo 
is an huſband, and a father. On thy life depend 
the joy and ſorrow of a doting wife, of an helpleſs 
infant — Away, then !—away !— This habit. on 
, pe pres ag 
Alon. Wilt thou make of me a ' cowardly 
aſſafſin—the afſaſſin of my friend too ? Wilt thou 
force me to accept a life which the remembrance of 


thy death muſt embitter eternally? © = 
Ps at | * 4 | 


oO 


RoL. 


. 
— wa, Fae 


* * 
1 A * 
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Nor. Never ſhouldſt thou remember me but 
in the artis of Cota Dtop ut one tear of reg tet 
in the cup of yout bliſs, T. a 50 ms re. My vii 
has been uſelefs; deny not my! pfayer, my only 
one, that my death. may not be uſeleſs alſo. 

Aion. en thai thou ure the thus ? Oh | 
5 death: bour is bitter! : 

Ro. Alas! to ſweeten it, I Bring not even 3 
farewell from your Wife! = rief tor your: loſs 
has robbed her of her ſen he *khows no. e 
r one ſwoon ſucceeds oi 7585 * | 
: Azon. Of my Cora!“ 

Ror.. If ſhe E not on," 1 feat me that 
her life - 

"Axon." [ farting] Say'ſt wok; her life 

Ro. I y death kills ber, and thy boy becomes 


an orphan ! 

Aon. Rolla will be his father, 277+ 0 

"Rot! Rolla? No "Think e Nals Of 
furvive'the loſs of Cora? 


ALon. Oh for ſtrength to maineaitf : is fearful 
conteſt! 

Rot. And what wy thou by this obſtinacy ? 
Thou wilt not fly? it ſo, nor will I! Here will 
I ſtay; no power (hall ſeparate thee from me.] Thou 
ſhalt have the joy of ſeeing me periſh, by thy ys 
and then is Con mte for aken ! | 

Aron. Man! Thou w wilt drive mg frantic! .. 

ol. If you ſtill refit, all is loſt to a certainty, 
ut fly, and there is ſtill hope, My fare will net 
decided without diſcuſſion: I can gain time by 
flattering Pizarro with the ron of important 
diſcoveries ; j while you ble to. the aber, All 


TY. 


4 — bear from den he your fend triumphantly. 
L 2 Look ! 


N 
bh 
5 


. 
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Look! look | the day advances ! Awa; 2 705 
Nay, delay not. Fly to the arms of Cora; fave 
n return, and reſcue mine. 
Aron. Rolla | Rolla | What ist you "OY * 
Ror. Did Fele ever adyiſe a meanneſs ꝰ. No, 


nol Away! Wrap thyſelf ug compelling Alas to 
Ie de P. Bere = by irs ute] — 


The cowl — ] pon t mw "is well 5 
Ar — with park Lea he. with thee, friend! 
Greet Cora from me and t 1 hy Was 


9 to me. 


Alox. [embracing bin is the greatgf de 
Friend —Fretber l- cannot {peak l. 

Roi. Feel I not thy tears trickling upon my 
boſom No more! Leave me 1 Lag! re- 
warded !——Hark | the ſentinel- Away! 

Alon. In a few hours I return to releaſe you, or 


to die.— Farewell! 
4 fore ever 223 


Rol. -Farewelks 
e e 


follows din avt. 


SCENE. . 


RolLA lune l. 


wh rafter a pauſe He i is gone l For ihe firſt 
time have my lips uttered a falſehood ; but the God 
of truth will pardon it He flatters himſelf with 
ee, robe pe that we toll 2 2 il 

n rhaps, yonger, where all love my 
2 Dela * 1 * thou die! 10 willin 
bows when Cora enters the p ace of our father 
Aſt queſtion may Be, * Where jy Roll f — 
Some one e 


I 
Lark! 


* 
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. SCENE. VIII. 
Nor A. ELV IAA. 


Exv. lerne, Alonzo, haſt thou re- 


ſolved d. Ha l who art thou? Where is Alonao? 


Rox. Which queſtion ſhall I anſwer firſt? 
_ Erv. Anſwer! Anſwer! Aren is None? 
Rot. erden; 
Ex. ca 
| 12 —_— uſt 1 him! dong. be 

| v. Ha, they m m1 0þ- 

Poles her paſſage. ]— 
Kor. Hold ! You ſtir not. 

El v. Inſolent! Releaſe me, or I call 80 
_ Rox. Do what thou wilt, fo Alonzo but gains 


Cgeing Dare but to touch me, and - 
raſping ber arm]—I ſay, you ſtir not! 

aws a n then, this dag - 
— 


Rox. Strike, but my arm ſhall graſp thine in 
dying ! 
. Indeed? Think'ſt thou fo bravely ?—Ha ! 
- then perhaps thou may'ſt deſerve more notice. 
| Releaſe me, and I ſtay. 
Rot. *Tis enough; ere this he is in gien. 
Ex v. Fled Alonzo by thy aſſiſtance ? 
Rol. By mine. | 

Ei v. And thou dareſt to own it? 

' Rot. Why ſhould. it be concealed ? 


Ev. Thou art ready then to die in his place? . 
Rol. I am. 


Ex v. Friends like thee are rare. | 

Rol. I ſaved him not through friendſhip. 

ELv. Wherefore then? 
Kor-. The reaſon would not intereſt thee. 1 
; V. 


— — 
. 
- 
* - 
= 


| th deſerts * ? 


 excuſtſuch raſhnets;” 


bope . 


have brought thee bithel. 
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Lv. It ſeems thou lo ꝰſt not many words. 
OL. Thou ſeeꝰſt that I r ; 
Wt | Who art thoy ? Cara 4 
„ Rolla.” $1.5, n * 
50 The Peruyign general? 1 
Rol. J. was yeſterday... T7 8 
Ei v. Is it poſſible What! Rollain Our Ber? 
Ro.. Completely. 
Ex v. Haſt thou been undervalisd 4 Som You 
to us in an _ 4 wr wads 14 
Rol, 1 underſtand You 2 E 


— 2 28 


ELv. Has thy king 1 not Kona thee < equ 
Ko. 'Above the n.. 5 S of I8 
Ei. And yer thou art liebe b Noc Wrobel an. 
ger ; not through friendſhip; and EL chou art hexe 7 
ot. And yet I am here. 
Uv. Then know Lbet one palfonl, which copld 


.Rax,, And that 1 \, --- a0; RI * 5 £ 

Ev. Love?” Os, Ons 1 we 

N 0 1 n 
Thou'lov'R, then 1 And whom ? 

"Ror. That intereſts not thee.. 


Ex v. And on this 2 gion chou haſt ue 


Ror. I hope nothing!” v 
El v. Now, then, I CHOI thee; ay "I 


loved is no more Deſpair and we Ag 


* 
Rol. As thou wilt. 1 
El. I pity, thee, Peruvian. 
* Rox. I thank thee. iy” 
El v. And is thy tofs irreparable? 4 
Rol. Irreparable. 3 
EL v. So young, wilt thou rounds the world's 


Pleafures, 1 the . of thy glory ? 


—— 

\ 
8 ' 

a4 89 
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Rol. 


A 


1 * 
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Rol. Poſterity alone can beſtow true glory. 
El v. But ſay, thou could'ſt live to reader freſh | 
ſervice to thy country? 
XKR 0?0l. That will J. if you take not my life from 
me. Aeg 
Exv. And in whatway? , ,. + ... ; 
Rol. By fighting * Spain. 
Ex v. That to my face ? 
Rot. Oh, that thou wert Pizarro! 
Ex v. Wherefore? 
" Rox. Then would I ſay it to Pizarro's face! 
Exv. Ha! by my lite, Peruvian, thou ——— 
as men ſhould be. a 
Rol. Then ſtrive thou to be like me. | 
Ev. I, like thee? Alas! Iama e — 
leſs woman. | 
Rot. A woman? 5 | ot 
Ev. Does that amaze thee 2 
© Rot. No. 
Exv. Right; nothing ſhould amaze an hero. 
Rol. And leaſt of alla woman! 
ELv. Not, ſhould'it thou lee her at bravely and 
gloriouſly ? 
Roz. Not even then. 


* Y 
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| « 5708 
ELv. Rolla, thou deſpiſeſt women... » 
Rot. No; they are both better and worle than 
men. j 
El v. Say, I ſhould reſtore thee and peace to thy | 
£ country, would'ſt thou reckon me among the bet- 5 
ter? 1 5 


Rox. Perhaps ſo. 
Ev. But perhaps? 
Rox, To know what thy actions are ry not 
enough ; I muſt know alſo toby they are. 
Er v. Havghty Peruvian ! How may I purchaſe 
_ the Ry of that proud heart? 6, * 
OL, 


* 
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Not. With the friendſhip of thine. © © 

Buy, I will try that — the day has ſcarcel ß 
— 1 yet is it time. Take this K follow 
me. 

Rot. Whither ? ; 

Exv. To Pizarro's tent: there, while he abs 
plunge this dagger in his heart ; and one blow frees 
thy country, thee, and Elvira. 

Rol. How has Pizarro i injured thee? 
Exv. My love exiſted 5; his glory ;. they died 


* 
Then thou haſt loved him ? 
Ev. I thought ſo while heard him praiſed. 
Rol. [coldly]—And now thou would'ſt have 
me murder him in his fleep ? 
Exv. Would he not have murdered Alonzo 
when in chains? We only pay him in his own 
coin. The ſleeper and the captive are alike de- 
fenceleſs. | 
Nor. Give me the dagger, then. 
ELv. (giving #]—Thou haſt it. 
Rol. Now on; I follow thee. 
EL v. But mark me; the ſentinel who guards 
this tent muſt be made away with. 
| Rox, Indeed? 
Ex xv. Elſe will he alarm his fellows. 
| Rox. Then take thy dagger again. 
Exv. How ? 
Ror. This ſentinel is a man. 
Erv, Mean'ſt thou · L 
Rol. A man, I ſay; mark you me, not every 
one who looks like a man is one. | 
ELv. I underſtand you not. | 
R This ſentinel, who could reſiſt gold, could 
refit his heart: He is my brother, I hurt him 


not ! 


* | Ex v. 


A; TRAGE D 5 144 % 


ILV. rd muſt we try what artifice ca do. 
e your dagger WIRES _ 2 


. EB ORAA? X 4144 


Mn. ut. by e wa * 2 N LI — (hun 4 


(ab 0 . „ n er is 


Gasry &0, # LJ Rol L.A. 


157 * 
WP 1— 2 HO A&q] 444 


Ga3-- Wharrwquidfzhou, lady 5 a . 6 
1 EIV. Whereis — i 2284121 DO» 
as, Is be dot. han een Rallaj]-—Ha ! 
= — Wretch that 1 am le bas 
CA * 
Ex v. Thou art loſt! 1 
Gas. [to Rolla. . Thou Haſt betrayed me, and 4 
I muſt die !—My wife! Oh-—my poor wife and 
children! 11-8 r N AAN | 
Rot. Take courage ! Pizarro has loſt nothing by 
ths 'Excilange, Phil ſhelc bs pardoned, I'give , 
thee my word, HON 
El v. And with it thow haſt mines Bat wo haſte 
to make this accident known to Pigkrrotidthis man 
muſtaeick me; Rolleowme tt) nr! _ 
Gas. Oh, he will have no merey l. . vi.) 
Exv. I will anſwer fot thy pansome 1 
Rol. That too Will. os 1 1185 mad 44 
Gas. Ab, lady! for the faks f/ my por 
n 81 31 oy qo 20 108 .. 1 
up. Be calm; no hair of thy head wall baden, 
N olla, — thou reſolved ? - © Ob 
Rol. I follow thee 
ELv. Away, == of Al el of Death, now 1. 


us to the tytant! oαοαν A440 [Exeunt, __ 


QUEST me grate has tad tt qnidv arg] 1 
1919b1LMm 21 n ei- N Nu, d . 


babrsRtg 3:1: woldw „hn i 7998 | 
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8 c ENE X.—Ptzarro's Tent. 


Pizarro, [ diſcovered dalterd ; be fries agitated, and at 
intervals uiters a few broken words.) | 
A N 16871 J. 4.2 5 

Piz. Blood — Blood No pardon [-] will 
have vengeance . Vengeadbe H Wm down | 
Hood l-Therc lies Nis hend l- ba! Ha |! 
—His flalen 1! how | 
new, tabled | 


| { $1.34 : ” 6 1 
+ += SCENB-IL i 27 24D 
#4 . LO . * „* as 
| $6 "TIF J ; ah a 
Li. 044 e eb 120% I" oth n. | 


P1zARRO, ELviRa, RoLLA. 2 


* 104 oled 8. l Aer 
Es bee Aſt J-vThart b. hes _ 


be udden |! „un 

by Ren. Bee ne whth him. 7 'þ » 4h 4 

- Euvy; :Wherefort ?. 122 an 
Rol. I cannot ſab while Wobn looks . 
ELv. But. -v (fl 5 HW © —— CAL 


* 
mos 117 


Rol. ö 
Ex v. Then call me, cher the deed is d. 
Non Whac dd without. 
ELv. But be ſpeedy, leſt the grant would 
Ae bead z lo tigd on (oi 3 


X > an rod, 42 io 
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Kork A. Piz anno Lupiegl. A 


Rö. [approaching the bed, and looking on Pizarro 

with bis arms falded|—This then is the murderer 

of Pexu's peace; the robber, whom the 2 
9 | 


4 


* 2 4.4 n al 
n 11 : * * 2 
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Gods have tvs hither for qur torment And he 
Can this man really _7 

Iz, Lin e ts ve me Te 

Tone ure me no more, ye bleed its on 


; Roe 1 [ was deceived : he can not we Look 

on this 1255 170 wavering; thus fleep the guilty ! 

Piz. is * in terror. bo is 
there > ns ns fron ere! Guards! 


11905 1 —. Bis daxger.] Anot ber yord, and 


Ha what treaſon 
oh, Speak low, 1 command thee 
iz, And who art thou ? N 
Rox. A Peruyian, as thou ſee ſt, by name Rol- 
la s thy life i is in 1 go and chou would'ſt call 
oe help in vain: rds cannot haſten ſo 


ſui iftly AM my arm Fly 4 
Piz. What would'ft' ab, ?—Anſwer ! 


Rol. Not thy death: I could have murdered 
thee while fleeping, but I ſpared thee : therefore be 
pr and hear me. e Nen 
E * al, . 


* 


3 


1 8 0 K N E xm. 
An kuss, Rot., ian. 


EI. Why delay't on- Ha! Do my eyes 
veceive me — [7 Rolla]— Traitor ! Traitor | 
Rol. [proudly and J-Rolla is no aſſaſſin, 
Piz. And who. Amazement! Didſt ;bou then 
. Wee 14. n 
a reſuming ber courage, |-—Werg y 
death ba never bee r hearkened not < 
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to vengeance, I obeyed not the dictates of jede 
ſy : No, /twas_t | ered ap of = ar ien f 5 


ſheathed my dagger; I raiſed it t lk e tobbe 

a crown; againſt the opprefor of an Aon | 

ple, Fain would I have reſtored that peace "© to 2 
ory 


which thou haſt Rolen from Her, and [tiers 
12 noble. as its 67 


did Elvira reſolve thy deat 
fign, woman, I, ſhould admy e th ee, 
45 u ehre 


Rol. Had the action be 

El v. It was noble, dar e woma 
marred it. Why did not my on hand e . 
this virtuous crime: Why id 1 trüſt its ex 
to thee? Rolla, Rolla, my murdet had been "more 
merciful than thy ill· timed humanity... Y 
PZ. Ref ;thov. maniac !. That 'merey” "ſhall 

now be ithin, there? | wards enter. 1— 
Seize that woman, who plotte your geheraP 
death. Throw. ber into Your deepeſt cee 
invent new tortures 3 make her ſuflfer. 1. 

Ev. Rigbt, ni ht! Be thou 1zarro FF as 
ſhall be al F Death is 9 880 linde fn 
attempt has failed; yet ere I leave thee: for rye 
thou ſhalt hear me, tyrant !—Yes, in me 
mankind would I have murdered thee, in mercy 
even to thee. A ſuddea gearh would have ſpared 
thee fearful pangs; but thou wert deſtined to periſh 
by piecemeal; to feel all the tortures of thy indig- 
| nant conſcience, and drink to the dregs the bitter 
cup of retmorſe Proceed in thy bloddy courſe 
Murdeter of trations, -murder me too] Remem, 
ber'ſt thou et, ho- thy ſmooth tongue begpiled 
me of peaee and innocence ? Hear'ſt thou l the 
laſt s of my mother, when ſhe curſed the ſe⸗ 
_ chiſd ? Hear'f thou ſtitkthe laſt groan 


of my bother, he would have puniſhed his er 


diſhopour, and fell by thy murderous ſword ? 
Come, 


A Miene 5507-0 


Come, then, monſter Pl me at once into 
that night, where ſoot or late thou muſt follow 
me; the muſic that ſhall welcome thee is pre- 
pated in my mother's dying curſes, in my =. 


ther's dying groans, in the cries of countleſs num- 


bers, who nightly ſhriek to Heaven for vengeance? 
for vengeance upo ponPizarro! 

Piz. [ftriving 10 coneeal his berrer; Obey me, 
ſlaves! Away with her! 

ELv. Rolla, thou haſt deceived me; but I for- 
give thee. Oh let not thy contempt follow me 
to my rel once was virtuous ; my heart once 
was pious and fk | Knew'ſt thou by what arts 
this hypocrite ro 
tily he undermined my religious faith, how i 
e he engiced me ſtep by ſtep into that abyſs 

wherite there is no returning----knew'(ſt 
thou this, Rolla, I ſhould have thy pity. - 

Rol. { giving ber bis band. Thou haſt it. 

Elv. I alls like a drop of comfort on the flames 
of my conſcience. Soul of honour, farewell 
Pizarro] And thou fiend in an human ſhape, ſin on; 
fin, till we meet again !—Ha! we ſhall meet again! 
Heap on me thy torments; my ſoul exalts me 


4650 them, I deſpiſe them and thee! To live 


with/ glory, was at che option of my fate; to die 
with greatneſs, i is entirely at my own. 
| [Exit guarded 


SCENE XIV. 


. e Rola. P1ZARRO. 
Rox...” Pizarro !——Worlds — nod e bribe 


7 th lace, 
Sr yP * 


bed me of innocence, how craf- 
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Piz. But now hig to. me this double on- 
der: Rolla in my tent? Rolla my preſerv er? 

12 I came 4 to ſave my friend Alonzo,” 

12. Then art thou here in vain: much do 1 

owe thee - aſk of me what chou wilt, I except no- 
thing but Alonzg's life. 4 
Ro. I need not ak it. [He is in lafety, * "i 

Piz. Who? | 

Rox. Thy prone f 17 | 

Pz. Eſcaped, ſt thou | 7 5 4 

Roz. Even ſo. e Siri 
Piz. Hell and fiends !.- Impoflible ! * 
Kor, And wherefore? Thou think'ſt our na- 
tion barbarous ; now learn at leaſt that we know 
how to feel and value friendſhip. | 
Piz. What !—Did'ſt thou dare. 
| Rox, 1 did ,—Wrapped in a Monks habit, I 
gained acceſs to Alonzo's tent, gave him my dif- 
guiſe ; he fled, and I took his place. 
Pz. Ha! chou haſt robbed me of my deareſt 
prey! 
Rol. He was a general, my rank is not infe. 
rior : inſtead of his, quench thy thirſt for blood in. 
mine, 


Piz. Peruvian, thou compell'ſt me to admire 


"Man. 1 bluſh that a woman ſhould ſhare that 
* with me: Elvira entered his tent with 
the ſame deſi 

Piz. Say K oþ thon?— The trait'reſs !--Ha! when 
I look nearer, methinks I ſhould rather thank thee 
for Alonzo's flight : had ſhe found him inſtead of 
thee, had ſhe guided him hither as her inſtrument, 
the aſſaſſination had ere this been effected! 

Roz. Thou art * : Alonzo had done as I 


have. a 
Fiz. 


A TRAGEDY. 


"Pts. mand e fo * I doubt it, and eſteem 
myfelf bound to thee deeply, Tell me, Peruvian, 
how may I reward thy ſervice? ' 

Not. Can't thou aſk ? 

Piz. Well, thou haſt thy libetry. 

uh. Aha now adn ledge, th dee equal 

2. And now w y foe catt 
thee in generoſity. 
a_— Thou — none: thou doſt but thy 
* 3 Farewell; and when we meet in the 

eld 

222 We fight, as beſetms warriors. 

iz. I will ever turn my ſword from thee. 

Rol. Do not that; now that I know thee, thou 
ſhalt be the firſt whom I ſeek in the field of battle 
— Till then farewell, and the Gods mend thee 1— 
[Going, be Yeturns]—Y er one requeſt, The foldier 
| who was placed before AlonzF#8 tent did his duty; 
he i is innocent of my dient e ee him! 

Piz. Leu require much. 

Kor. If iy prayer be rejected, let me ternait 
here, and, ſu ef for him. 

Fiz. How! Sacrifice thyſelf for a common 
ſoldier ? 
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. 
« Den in peace—T forgive bim. 
. Thy hand in pledge of don 


Piz. [giving bis hand] — 'Tis thine, and be ur 
friend. 


Ror. Give us peace; "ſerv thy God devoutly, 
= => _"_ OurSg be che friend. of virtue, and thou 


"Pix Ait Wk to reach oriou of 
ally vides, Eta, 11 2 goo 


Roc. 


Roz, He is a tnan, of whoſe e was the 
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Rot. (withineming bis We ako wb Fare- 

well, | Brit. 
IZ. fe a paxſe. And. Ih e reftored him 

to liberty ! Tis dangerous to li n to enthuſiaſts; 
inſenſibly we fall into their; errors ,— Well, well; 
he has my word I—My word ? Shall. I aſæ my on- 

ſeſſor whether I need keep my word, when given 
to an heretic >—1 will not; that heretic, is an hero, 


and heroes throughout the world have cone com- 


mon faith. Ex¹ 

% ti SCENE xv.” non o7 —_ 

A Gro Ihe? the Branthes are * 1 * 

. | 11 1 r. 

2 [2:8 - Arat [alone], 450k 9641 966 Orr 
le ow. calm, how ſilent i 1s all around me! | 


F Methinks 1 feel, afger this 3 as recovering 
frgm a dangerous fever, | reoice, tha chat the 15 
is gone by, yet ſcarce have ſtrength. to ſupport. py 
joy. I ſmile, while my eyes. Wim i in 1 and 
—4 voice of exultation dies, away be .— 
e 1” 


Gor is ever a dear purcha tary 
— sf the numbers of the flain, but counts fet 


225 numbers whom conqueſt makes riches 
h arrow's barb, though it ſeenis* Ne fierce ut 


one heart, too often transfixes an hundred. Anf 
gladly would I ſell all my . a e happy 
dene % r e 


: "et 2 4 . SCENE XVI. 5 5 


ne n 7 * 
ee 4 w# v 


19387 bt 1 [ Zonaweys: 7 1 er 


* | «The herald is returned arent, 
TAL, Ha Is Salon fe). * 


« * 
* 
* 
* 


I 


bs wh A TI IGI... 6 
"He ill lives, but the Spaniards Oh | 


* tofered tanſom. . Your treaſures,” ſaid 


th WE 5 few da S 
pre nh aut e A bes in au 


your 
ſtre | 
rnd How) Not yet humbled ?—Alread 
does this make, whic * wound its folds N 
my 2 85 coule itſelf again ?—Where is Cora? 
a wo beter wp Wer depreion 
| arrny is in the mo 

for Rolla too U diſappeared. 

ATAL, Rolla? Impofible !—Rolla gone, and 
left his. xing ſurrounded by danger and diſtreſ ?— 
Oh that is were in my > and at r * 
from theſe a trammels ! gladly wou 
* the meaneſt o my beds, . 


sCEN E XVII. | 
4 A AtALIBA, Zonauo. 


Aron. My King, bebold Alonzo at your feet! 
ATAL. "Alonzo 7 Can I believe my a 
Alon. 857 Wy wife }- ITE 


Arx. Oh M happy meeting 
Aton. My wi Pune, is M 
Aral. Hop didſt thou eſcay ) 
*ALON. - preſervation is = a miracle | 
thn Ker on! 
Aton. Who but Rolla could ſacrifice-himſelf 


to preſerve his friend? Who but. Rolla cauld - — 

this diſguiſe have found his way into my dun 
It was his hand which broke my chains, and 
others for himſelf. _ 

Axa. Rolla in the enemy's power ?»Ab! You 
inflig.on me a freſh wound. 


her Kid. no one knows whi- 


N Aron. a 


\ 
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Axon. [tbrowing off bis diſguiſe.] — Give me a 
fword, and 15 hundred reſolute men; 1, baſten to 
his reſcube. 
Me. What riſque'in' thee my, laſt berpon, 
y only one? 
\ Aron. The foe is diſcou 3 the.righ "fide of 
is weakly defended, . Pizarro's crvelties 
have or him the object "abborrence, atid bis 
ſoldiers murmur. Leave them no time for re- 
collection. Yet another victory, and we drive 
| them! into the ſea, where the billows ſhall pide our 
ſufferings and their perſecution, 

Aral. Away, then! I will myſelf aw their, 
camp, and examine where our attack is likely 
to be ſucceſsful. © * 

"Aron. Nay, ex expoſe tio thyſelf tc to fuch. perils; 
thou art à king 

ATAL. Where danger threatens his children, 
the father ever goes himſelf. Come 

Aron. Yet ere we depart, let me, my Sovereign, | 
once embrace my Cora! 

Arr. [embarra I- con wh 

Alox. She mu have fuffered heavily. 

Art. To that can I witneſs. © 
| Aron. One moment, and I am with 1 watt 

ATAL. Stay! Where wouldft thou ſeek ber? 

ALON. [ farting. Ils ſhe not here? 8 80 

Arx. Wild with angüich ſhe fled - 

Alox. Whither'? © © 
Axa. I know not. Perhaps to her rather in 
the mountains 

An. God! How every limb trembles with, 
alarm! "IS, "$25 b ; 

— was ſor widdavitl cok ough the field 
of battle, ſhrieking * name, ti night. Game © on. 

Aton. And then??? FY 

R u 41 % „tees . 


5 5 


6, # 


K * 


r N A0 ED v. | _— 


Zon. She concealed herſelf in the wood. 

ALon. The wood here ſtraggling _ 
niards---Cora! Cora! [ Going. ]— 

. ATAL, Wk 8 whither Ama 1 al 3 

A N. ere ver and deſpair may 8 
me. Ana, thou art Fong the gh af grid 
dares not now attack you : Guardian of every right, 
mod me now to the rights of nature | My wife, 
my's bid, wy 1s loſt ! Diſmiſs the general from 

duch, pd the huſband may ſeek his wife! 

ATAL, I feel for thy affliction.—Go, but forget 
not Rolla. 

| Atow'' Cora [Rolla oh we, ſome pitying 
Angel, guide my ' untertain ſteps! [Exit, 

Ar AT. [to 2 Lend me for a moment 
thy Tword.—ſZorano obeys, Ataliba tries to wield 
it, bilt bis arm finks II. will LSE bel Alas, poor 
king! what àvails it that th heart is ſo hens 
when bo um 1 is fo Pre fo” * 


TS. . 
' 25 
% 


| by 94 __ 2 os 
N * * ** 1. 
END of the FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT" v. by 


SCEN _ thick Wind, —; 4 
2225 almeft Os 8 r 
and Lightning, N 0 


* 


28 01 JON z* 


| [Cora enters with ber Chit" in hep 
oy and ber bair flows 1 


27 4 34 8 Cana. 


CAN 33 W FEM 
heart (till urges N can n 
| Role gion 105 little. one? Ab! .thy 


e 1 be oth ?. 3h 
never a. m 
muſt this babe A 2 f. 4 
wretched ! ſo wretched, 5 I dare not 0 fe 

ui . 


Pants Pr 
. W 


ried me ? Lightoings glare through the gloomy 
wood, but they point me to no path! Loud rolls 
the thunder among yon mountains, and drowns 
my failing voice.—I can go no farther I my limbs 
no longer yield me their ſupport—[ She finks beneath 
& iree, exbauſted-)—Thou ſmil'ſt, ſweet baby, ſtran- 
ger to ſorrow, ſtranger to fear !—Flame, flame, ye 
lghtnings! Roar, ye deep thunders ! Innocence 
ſleeps in its mother's arms, and heeds ye not 
Here will I make for my darling a ſoft bed of 
leaves and moſs, and will cover him with my vel, 
and will lay me down beſide him, and will give 
him a ſweet kiſs, and die! [ Sbe wraps the Infant in 
ber veil, and places him on the ground.]—There !— 
So !—Now fleep, my babe, ſleep! Oh may'ft 
thou never wake again to ſeek nouriſhment 
| in 


: jp 


PITT” 
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in vain at the breaſt of th exhauſted mother !|— 
How is it with me ?—My cloud obſcures 
it !—Every limb fails me !—eyery nerve is re- 
laxed |—God of my fathers, is this death ?—{ She 
— ber oy __ of the 9 and ber eyes clſe.— 4 


Al ft 


SY ora 


22 'Tis the thunder's echo ang the moun- | 


| (al 81 
| $ "5a Cora! 8 called by 0 55 
RA k! hark! I am e ſpirits 
of the fat | ! Ef | 
Alx. carer. ]—Cora ! | 
© Cora, [rifing beftily.}—Deceive- me not, my 
n Decewe we not be voice is Alon- 
20's Gn 
Alon. Cora! 


Cox Aa, [advancing 4 Js "Reps 1 zo the [ids whence 
the voice. comes. . Alonz, !—MWhere ?— Where d 
ALon. Cora! 


voice | 


Aron. Corp], 
E. Le, into the * —Alonzo! 
w "ive me this new * 


| 7 nova 1 
ALox. [rr]. Cora |—Anſwer again ! | Co- 


ra - 
with @ riot of mj mingled joy an d anxiety.) 


Cora, [ 
Here! Here -I She Ates, among the trees. 

A pane, Waring which their voices are heard calling 
each at a diſtance. 4 length an exclamation of 
' rapture, which can juſt be * gives to underſtand 
2 they have met.] 


SCENE 


; Cora, W * voice. rel is It is his 
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| 081 % vii 5131 36-0159 1; 
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iy 


0 r Jvax, Lore, [42th t aul 


&. F * 


152 Comrade, WhetE are we going? 
Lor. Comrade, exactly where- ever you pl leaſe.” 


Ju. It comes into my he head. that. If have loſt 


our way? E ef 
Lew. Im ſible 1—if. we onh h fun on 
the den Waal 1 
Jo. Aye, by my troth, the ſun And pray 


can't thou ſee it? 
ys Can'ſt not underſtand, fimpletdny that we 


can't ſee it on account of the ſtorm 1 

Ju, But ſuppoſe, inſtead of the ſug, we leavethe 

lig thing on the left Hang. © 

Lor. *Twill Go every jot as well. We Labor 

far from the camp; for, but this moment I beard | 

the advanced poſts cry, © Cora UV — 
Jo. That muſt 17 be the watch word. 
Loy. Aye! aye! Let us 4 ay Per- 


ceive the child. 
Jo. Hey ! hey! comrade, what have we here ? 


Loy. (raifing the veil. — This ?--It SA child. 
1% But how came the child here? 1 
y. No matter hoy it it came; 1 i al 80 n 


1 


£> 


wo % $1} 44; +41! "IT 
* 


me. 
Jo. What buſineſs is it of yours deleted it; Pe” 
needs trilift-be an heretic- chile. 
Lor. It ſlee ps ſo ſweetly | Juſt ſuch a one vs 
I teft'at home! Juſt of its age too Truly, com- 
rade, I muſt needs take the child with me. 
Jo. Up with him, then; but if you find bim 
hong, my faith I'll not help _—_— 
1 e the child in his arms, ]--Oh, ug lit 


A — is light as a — 


nA TNA GEX 55 
v. Methinks, if we go towards yon clump 


Cora. | bebind the Scenes. (OI ways Alonzo © 

* here I left him. 
Lor. within, on the appabee fede. J-Pri thee 

move thoſe boughs out of my way. 

Cox. neurer.— Mi heart is a ſure guide 7 a 9 
moment will bring us to the ſpot. 

Lor. fat a diſtance. To the left to the lefc | 
—TYonder gleams the tents : lee'it thou not * 


1 . 7 2 # Af y 


SCENE III. 


W ALONZ0, 


- Cora. This is the place, and beneath yon palm 


¶ She baſtens to the tree, raiſes the veil, and * hs 


the earth 'with a loud forick 1— 7 


ALON. © mon. $ ber. Vorn, what alarms | 


thee? 
Con A, farting from the grow, —Heis one | 
* ALON." [farting God1-/---* ] 8 
Cora, * d:ſprration. ]Þ—He i is gone! 1 240 
Alox. I will ſeek him, and—-— KA 
Cora. My child ! My bey! { 
Alox. Where was he left? . 
Coka, [throwing berſelf on the ſpor. 1—Here ! 
here! h here 
Arox. He may have awoke —— He may have 
crept a few ſteps ; 
Cora, [(, «nd ſecfing among the buſhes.) — 


No where ! No where | 


Aron. Be calm! he will be found 2 
Cook. Fernahdo !- Oh, EKernando! : 4 . 10.0 
Aron, Ae cannot be far att. 
Mt „ 


p. Away, then ! I follow you. [Ereunt. 
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" Conga, {giving up the ſearch, and Rix . 
bends.) —-He is gone! 
Ao. Art chou certain of the ſpot R * 
Cora. Lay not my veil here . Tis ſo 15 
defpair]—Some tyger has devoured him! 
= Think not that the worſt---- 248 
Con. I think on pothing-—-nothing but my 
bleeding child“! | | 
Aton. For God's ac — 


Cora. There is no God ! 
ALoN. Cora [That is a frarful od 3 


not her deſpair, All Merciful che knows not what 


ſhe ſays. 
Cora. What Lots I "EE that I ſhould ſuffer 


thus? My child! my child! A wringing ber hands. 
| Aron, Cora! My beloved! 

Cora, -[ Rretching her arms towards e 
My child again, or death ! 

Aron. Look ren. in yon hut among be 
trees —— 

Cora. Hal there dwells the robber of my: 
child ¶ haftening towards it.] 

Aron. [ Jollowing.]— Cora, for Heaven's $ ſake ! 
Should that be the abode of Spaniards---. 

Cora. I care not, though it were 2 den of 
fiends Within there ! 

ALon, Let me firſt...  - 

Cora. ak ek, I ay | 


SCENE Iv. 
Las Caxas, Aronzo, Con. 


Las Cas. Who calls? 
Cora. My child | Give me back my child 1 


Las Cas. What wouldf thou, ſtranger ?- 
e509. 2» Aro 
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Aron. Almighty Powers | Las Caſas! 
LAS Cas, Alonzo ! Do we meet again ? 
Alox. My inſtruQor.! 


Las Cas. Ny friend 1a Tone 
n Cox A. My child here haſt thou concealed 
im ?. 


Las Cas. What means this? | 

Alox. Oh! Las Caſas, what a moment re- 
unites us 

Cora. Good old man, your ir looks lay that you 
can feel ! Oh feel for — Pity a wretched mo- 

ther ! Pity me, good old man 
Laus Cas. I underſtand you not. 

Cora, 4. N bis feet. I— I will be thy ſervant 
through life ! My fon ſhall be thy ſlave! Give me 
my ſon again, good old man | 
a _ Cas, np: el -Alonzo, this is ſurely phren- 

y 4 
Alon. She is my wife on chi ue have 
loſt him. * 

Las Cas. Where? 

ALon. She left him under yon tree. 

LAS CAs. Left him? 

Cora, [raving.]—Right! ighe | Tam a mon- 
ſter! am a crucl unnatural mother] I abandoned 
my child, and the curſe of the Gods purſues me 

Las Cas. Oh, could I but comfort thee, mour- 

ner! I. 44 
Alox. Help me, Las Caſas, help me to bear 
the weight of this calamity. 

Cora. Look | Look haw the gilded ſnake winds 
its folds round my child's body how the veno- 
mous reptile bifles in triumph !—Now be ſtrikes 
his fork into the heart of my infant 

Alox. Cora! Recolle& yourſelf, my beloved. 


Cora. Mark you that cruel eagle ſailing o 
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high ? How. he pounces his prey, and bears it in 
his talons to his famiſhed 'young !—Hab'! What 
ruſtles among yon buſhes ? Tis a tyger, a blood 
thixſty tyger ! He ſprings from his covert Ha! 
the blood guſhes — Save him ! Save him }— 
Falls on the ground. 
ALon. {catching ber as ſhe falls, |—Cora By 
child! 
Las Cas. Even to this ſolitude muſt i images of 
ſorrow purſue me 
Axon. Comfort us, Las Caſas ! My father ! my 
benefactor ! deſert us not in this fearful hour 
Las CAs. I. will ſtay with thee, doubt it not; 
but here-we are too near the Spaniſh camp. Away 
with thy wife to Quito; I will be the companion of 
your flight. 
Alox. -Butbow to convey his helpleſs fufferer 2 
Las Cas. See, ſhe revives. Strive to raiſe her 
from the carib. 
Aton. Come, my beloved! Let us 80 
Cora. Go! Whither? | 
Alox. Back to our friends. 
Cora. What, leave this 1 his s plac 
| where my child periſhed ? 
 ALox. The enemy is too near us. 
Coka. What, inhuman, ſhall I not even collect 
the bones of my infant? 
Alox. Thy father and brother are in Quiro,; | 
let us to them. 
Con A. I have no farber« «NO brother ! Never 
bad any thing ··· but my child 
Alox. We will ſeek thy child. | 
Con, fring os: ]Scek it? Seek it? 
Where ? .Oh-.where ? 
Aron. Every where — This venerable man will 
help us- 0 | 
Cora. 
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Cora, Oh! Yes, yes! Help us, good old man: 
Help us to ſeek it. 

Las Cas. Willingly : but be calm. 

Con A. Haſt thou children? 

Las Cas. I have not. | 

Cora. Then, I wonder no more. Wouldſt 
thou I ſhould be calm? Give me my child again, 
and then thou ſhalt ſee the calmneſs of a mother! 
—My child! Oh ! where is my child? 

[ Rufoes out. 
wore wary [ following ber,]—Guide her towards 
the right, 

— 0 Oh Las Caſas, the f ight of thee was to 
me like the viſitation of an Angel! [Exeunt. 


SCENE V,—The Boundaries of the Spaniſh 
Camp. 


1 [RoLLa, ſurrounded by Gomez, GASPERO, an 
Sol DiERsõ.] 


.Gom. This way with the idolater ! 
Rot. What mean you, Spaniards ? Pizarro has 
reſtored my liberty, 
Gon. Of that we know not, No heretic eſcapes 
us with life, much leſs with liberty. Forward to 
the General's tent. 
Gas. Hold, comrade, the General comes, 
P1izaRRo, [entering. ]—How now ?—Ha! Do 
my eyes deceive me? Rolla ? | 
ROL. [ ſcornfully. J-Nay, thou haſt cauſe to 
wonder. | | 
Piz. And fettered too? 
| Rok. n thou need'ſt be under no alarm. 
O02 Piz. 


4 
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Piz. And who has dared thus to maltreat rhe 
— ears of my life ? | 

Gow. Pardon, General; but he TIT bimſelf 
a Peruvian chieftain, and we ſurpriſed bim endea- 
vouring to eſcape from the camp by ſtealth, 

Rol, | contemptuorfly. |—By ſtealth ? 

Gom. We ſeized him, and theſe chains were laid 
on him by Almagro's order, 

Pz. Thou hear'ſt that I am innocent. Unbind 
him. It grieves me to ſee an hero like Rolla unarm- 
ed: take this ſword, and learn to know us better; 
a Spaniard can reverence the heroiſm of an enemy. 

Rol. [taking the ſward. And a Peruvian can 
forget injuries when his enemy repents: I forgive 
thee. 

Piz. F orgive me too that I cannot ſeverely chide 
theſe ſoldiers, ſince io their error I owe this ſe- 
cond interview. 

Rox. Theſe ſmooth words are here ſuperfluous 


— Fare thee well. 


Piz. Since it muſt be ſo, farewell. vet - 
grieves me to relinquiſh the flattering hope, that 
this accident may, perhaps, be the means of our 
future union : Rolla and Pizarro were not nen 


to be enemies for ever. | 
ROL. My friendſhip ſhall be thine--- ſo ſoon as 


the ocean rolls between us. 


Piz. How, if our ſeparate views were blended 
into one ? Thou wert diſpleaſed when I mentioned 
my expectations of the throne of Quito: I renounce 


them. Let Peru ſubmit to, the Spaniſh ſceptre, 


embrace the Chriſtian faith, and peace (hall reign 
between me and thy brethren. 
Rol. I admire ſuch generoſity 
Piz. Nay, co not! To Pizarro 8 friengſhip i is 
à⁊ttached 
6 | 


* 
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+ attached the protection of a mighey monarch, and 
this Pizarro himſelf offers you his hand. 

Ror. Rolla is no traitor. 

Piz. Embrace my offer, and chou free'ſt thy 
country from all calamity.at once. 

Rot., My country has a right to claim the ſacri- 
fice of my. lite, but has none to claim the ſacrifice of 
my honour. 

Piz. Your honour ? "How wouldſt thou i injure 
it ? Thou wouldſt but remove a weak king from 
a place where he merits not to ſit. 

ROL. Ataliba weak ?—But ſay he were ſo; 
monarch who makes his kingdom happy, is dong 
through the attachment of his ſubjects. 

P1z, Thou wilt think otherwiſe. | 

Rot. Never! Tis a point which my conſcience 
has long ſince decided. I know my duty. 

P1z. [proud.)—And know'ſt thou not alfo, 
that rejected friendſhip rages with ſcarce leſs vio- 
lence than rejected love. 

Ror, Ha! Tis well! There have I long en ex- 
pected thee! Why torture thyſelf, Pizarro ? Even 
throw off the maſk at once; | can read the. 


Ror. May I be gone ? 
P1z. [after 4 pauſe, with an effort. — Thou 


Ro. Will nothing now oppoſe my departure ? 
Piz. unn unleſs *tis repentance, for thy 
error. 


Rol. Thanks to the Gods, Rolla never yet had 
cauſe for repentance, [ Going. 


* 


SCENE 


Piz. laber bis paſſion.]— Then read me 
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_ SCENE Vi. 
"WR Lor zz, [with the - IE 
RoLLa, Sc. 79 


Lor. Look, my General! This child. — 

Piz. Trouble me not ! Be gone ! 

Lor. We found it in yon wood not far from the 
camp. 

Piz. Throw it into the neareſt grave. What is 
it to me? 

Rox. Gods ! Tis Alonzo's child! 

Pz. [| farting. |—How? - 
* Rol. [/o Lopez. — Give it to me. Quick, od 
ow. 

Piz. ¶ interpaing.—Softly, Peruvian ! Alonzo's 
child, ſaid'ſt 2 ? Excellent! Welcome, brat, 
thou ſhalt pay for all thy father's treachery ! 

Rox. What? Wars Pizarro with children? _ 

Piz. Thou underſtand'ſt me not, Alongo as 
been long in my debt. Were I to plunge my d 
ger in this infant's heart, my debt were diſcharg 
tis true, but barely diſcharged without jonrdlt; 
Alonzo merely would owe me nothing. | 

Rol. Thou art right; I underſtand thee not. 

Piz. Mark me then! Fancy this little head on 
the point of a ſpear, and the hero Alonzo ruſhing 
againſt me with his brandiſhed ſword, like ſome 
raging torrent, whoſe courſe nothing can flop ex- 
cept . the bleeding bead ot an infant !—==Ugh!—Lo! 
how he ſtops as were he become marble, and his 
ſword drops, and his eyes root themſelves in horror 
on my ghaſtly enſign, whence drops of blood trickle 
* down the ſpear ſlowly ! Ha! ha! hal 
Rox. Man ! art thou human ? 


Piz. 
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PE. And then when he regains his home, when 
the anxious mother circles his neck with her ſnowy 
arms, and wipes with her filken treſs the blood- 
drops from his brow--- Softly, fair dame, think'ſt 
thou 'tis the blood of a foe ?—Hark !—'tis thy 
child's. | | 
Ror. Pizarro, look how the babe ſmiles ! Can't 
thou murder this ſmiling innocent? 1 | 
_- Biz. Can I break a pigeon's neck ? 
Roz. Wilt thou his ranſom ?—Sell me the boy, 
and I give thee filver ten times his weight. 
Piz. Make of thy ſilver his ſtatue, and place it 
on his grave. | | | 


Rot. Pizarro, thou oweſt to me thy life; give 


me in return the life of this infant, 

PZ. Would'ſt thou diſgrace me by ſo mean an 
exchange ? Rolla, I part not with the child. 

Rox,. Send back the child, and retain me thy 

priſoner. 

Piz. I have given thee liberty; go where thou 
wilt, but the child ſhall remain here. 

Rol. Man! Nature cannot have ſo totally for- 
ſaken thee, but that ſomewhere in thy heart there 
ſtill lurks an human feeling. —Behold me at thy 


feet! Me, the preſerver of thy life ! Me, thy ſlave 


for ever, ſo thou but giveſt me this child, 
Piz. [without heeding bim. — The child ſhall re- 
main with me, 
Rox. R me, Pizarro. 
Pxz. I have but one word, you but oge choice. 
—Ere ſun- ſet your hand muſt open to me the 
8 Quito, or mine ſhall plunge a dagger in 
is child's heart. 7 


is left me !—ſ reſts with his lefi-hand the child 
from Lopez, and brandiſhes his ſword with the right.) 
| | — IL have 


* 


Ro. \ farting from the ground.]—Yes, this tilt | 
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1 I have the child, and this mord i is not mine in 
7 vain! He dies who follows qe [ { Ruſbes uf. 
PIz. Madman ! — Iaſolent After mim, fel- 
Jows —l1k poſſible, bring him back alive. 
K I Exceuit Soldiers. 
Wh "os. What demon animates this man ?—Curſe: 
I on my folly, why gave I him a ſword¶ looking out] 
"x | — Ha! How furiouſly he defends himſelf !—The 
1 maniac! — Still he gains ground! Hell and Fu- 
5 ries — he eſcapes them — Away! away Spare 
bim no longer! Hew him down I— Away! 
| [Exeunt Gomez, &c. 
= - Pu. [alone.]—The hill conceals him from my. 
| sche. Blame not me for thy death, thou madman ! 
Gladly would I have preſerved thee, gladly have 
diſcharged to thee my debt with generoſity. —| Se- 
\ veral ſhots are heard. Tis over! — Fare thee well! 
Thou wert worthy a more glorious fate. Now) 
GAsP. entering. — Lou are obeyed, General! 
The Pagan cannot go far. I ſaw him ſtagger; 
_ | methought he was ſtruck on the right fide. Fa 
z. Ob that he till were living !—The in- 
WE ſolent to beard me in my own camp ! 


"a 


6143s. Vour order to ſpare his life-has proved faral 
= tio four of my comrades. 
=_ Son. [entering. — Twas in vain : he has fought 
_ * way through, and reached the enemy's poſts in 
3 fety. 


1 BY... Lamping the — furiouſh. }—Darmng- 

„ n 

=. Co e did I witneſs ſo ſtrange a combat E. 
What our ballads tell of Mooriſh warriors is mere 
- compared to it. Four of us, who fain would 
ave taken him alive, he felled at his feet. A ſhot 
then, for a moment brought him down ; but ſoon 
* ua, he * himſelf againſt a tree, 9 C 
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the child on the earth, and hewed around him like 
the Angel with the flaming ſword, till two others 
lay ſtretched on the graſs, and the reſt again le- 


yelled. their muſquets, Then, once more ſeizing 


E ng babe, he ſhot from us lik e an” arrow ; 


but 
and bloody the tree 
as he fled, ſtreams. 


ainſt which he recliined, and; 
blood' marked his padage. 


Our bullets purſued him, but he diappeard be be- 


hind the hill, "233, 
Fiz. Why took: ye not your horſes?” + + 2 
"Gas. They grate behind the camp. 
PZ. Hals thou -proud Pagan !—Yet mu 

I needs accord thee my admiration |i—Give me, 


Spain, but a thouſand: ſuch n, any I lay the 
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SCENE VII. „ 

| Before the Walls of Quit, | 3 

(aral: BA 2 with Attendant; bit A-ws are fu 
his Countenance melancholy . 


an, All ſeems tranquil i 2 the Spaniſh —＋ : 
MV army is repoſing ; the ſtorm is paſt over, and 


no nota zephyrſighs among the branches. Silence 


reigns around. Every ware is ĩt tranquil—every 
where but here! ng his boſom.) — And why 
ny Ils it that Fa am © he whoſe eyes now are 
bye ſpirits of the murdered ? 1: 
1 he whoſe hearing is tortured: by of the 
Aying ?—Oh ! why ſhould they purſus me thus ? 
Drew tn not n ſor religion anc! my coun 


* 


we Py n 
8 to 4 3h 
3 . 65 8 


was the ground where h had ſtood, 


[4 that Ks. 
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SCENE vii. 


Cona, [frantic.]=—ATALIPA. ATTENDANTS, 


Cora. Whither do you drag me? - Where is 
my child's grave? — Ha! art thou found ?-Son 
of the Sun, give me my child again ! 

ATAL. Cora? Whence comelt thou, unfortu- 
nate ? . 

Cora. Whence, ?—From the grave of my baby ! 
hey have dug it deep in the earth There all 
is fo filent and fo cold — Ah, it freezes me to 
think on it! 

Arr. Oh mournful ſight ! 
Ao. [entering haſtily with Las Caſas.]J»=Cora! 
whither does thy forrow guide thee ? 

Cora. Huſh, Alonzo! We are at the goal. 
Lo ! here ftands the darling of our Gods; the 
Sun is his father; it coſts him but one word, and 
the grave will give its prey back again Claſping 
Ataliba's knee ] — Oh, pronounce it, my king! pro- 
nounce it, that powerful word ! Take pity on & 
mother's anguiſh, and bid my child live again. 
Arx. Gods! What means ſhe ? : 

ALox. Her child is loſt, 

ATai. Unhappy mother, I cannot help thee ! 
Alas! I am no more than a Sovereign! _ 

Cora. Thou can'ſt not help me !. Oh, who 
then can? To whom have the Gods confided the 
lives of their creatures? Was it not thy hand 
which led our Peruvians to battle? Was it not for 
thee that my Alonzo fought ?—Wilt thou deny 
me the only reward I aſk for my huſband's ſervice, 
the life of my child, that he too may fight for thee 


hereafter ? 
5 5 AAT. 
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AtM. Cruſh me with youg anger, Gods ! I will 
dear my ſuffefings patiently. © og 
Con, [rim Tyra, chou · who canff hear 
unmoved & mother ſhriek in agonyy bas not blood 
enough yet been ſhed to ſatiate thy ambitign ? Lo! 
on each of thy diamonds hangs A blood - drop! 
And when chilgren axe torn from th; breaſts of 
their mothers, to furniſh food for ſavagg beaſts, 4 
wilt thou not ſave them ?L2Ha ! what car for 
thy diadem ? What carts a mother for thegþrgne of 
Quito? Haſte, haſte, ye mothers whom —_ 
made childleſs ! Help me to curſe, that the ſhritks : 
of our deſpair and this barbarian's ſhouts of triumph 
may riſe together to the foot-ſtool of the Gods; and 
then, ſhould he feel for one moment the angyiſh 
which a childleſs mother 5 ever— Oh 1 then 
will his puniſhment be ſufficently ſevere.— 
| [ She ſinks. bauſted on the earth. 
' Alon. | ſuſtaining ber in Murm, ; to Alaliba.] 
Pardon a mother's phrenſy. # « 
Axa. | wiping away a tear.)J—Alas It he throne , 
Ar to repay me for the bitterneſs of one 
ſu tear ! * 4 
Cox a, | ſmiling.] —Alonzo, my boſom pains me; 
give me my child, that I may nouriſh if—Acrr 
thou too cruel, Alonzo ?—Thou ſee'ſt that I 
dyMg, and wilt thou not ſuffer the mother once 
ain to dote pon the ſmiles of her child? 
3 Alox. Ah ! this complaint is more heart-rend- 
ing than her deſpair. Rave, rave, unhappy mo- 
the thou haſt no more a child! 0 
Cora, | falling back upon bis boſom.]—Ah ! up, 
unhappy mother thou haſt a child no mofe! : 


WW TY 0 Wy” WR 


=}, $55 A SCENE 


* 


Ro 


— 
- n *2 . _ 

2 2 „ , ns 

- . 2 * * * * T 

oo" * wo N - q 6 » # ee . 

** # w 8 1 e * \ p 

- 5 
* 


. TE 7 LL 
n 
7 


- ROLL en THE ear s 
b. | 3; "Os oe! . g 
* N E . 1 Wy 
3 Fon Wh 
RAT A. Arai ad 
ee WY ; Fat i x 
Eats is arri veg. 25 17 * 
olla Yerter bis Wea 
e, a body 7 brd in his right bay whale big 
© 5 the cbildus tis boſog. ] -. | 
Gods! what dreadful fig bt i is 3-6 * 5 
Ker. {dragging bjm/off with d e owarty Co- 
* m; bis Egict'ts fa Int «|-—Ccra !—Tiy amy 
Con A, 1 tht 2 . of e, chi d gives ber 
* ength ; Pa e extends ber arns lotpa d i, My, 
* | ?—Ha! Stai with blood! #£ 
RA. Fear not -le blood 1 is mine. 


i F. [ Gives her the child. ; 
| | Cong [claſpin 7 wer / 2 ,—My child !— - 5 : 
12 Rolla ! 5 "# 7 
39 „c 11 thee deariy —— Aoved thee ever! . 
Md). P Thou wert ungulſt | 10 mic. 1 can ng is = 
\ EE . loi 
1 | Atov. [ſep pris him. Lol 4 4 145 
IE" R r Goes — "= He dies. 3 
MF Cen [ſeupefied with grief while ſbe gazes on L. | 
korſe. Oh, who ever loved like this man oy, 
thou art dearly purchaſed. 
Alox. Help me, Las Caſas | Reſcue my i 22 


1 
* 


' Las«Cas. Dark are the AX 
. its ee ; pray, and N 


